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CHAPTER I. 

MB. MONTEUB ASKS A QUESTION. 

It is not an encouraging reflection that the worldly- 
wise man nsuaUy does much better for himself and his 
friends than the quixotic — that sentiment, delicate 
feeling, impulse, are the worst possible guides to 
take through life ; and that, judging from the results 
which usually ensue in this world from following 
them, it may well be doubted whether the individual 
who does best for himself here, wUl not do best for 
himself hereafter as well. 

That this cannot be regarded as a pleasant view 
of life is certain ; but that it is one we must all some 
time or other contemplate is equally sure. 

We curse our day, and observe pharisaically that 
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had we been constituted like Mr. So-and-so, who is 
as deficient in heart as he aflfects to be in Hver — 
thanking God in the presence of dyspeptics that he 
never knew he had one — we should have done well, 
been rich and happy; which is all very fine, and 
very consolatory to our self-love, till we begin to 
consider that perhaps our neighbour's sound mental 

« 

and bodily health may be due as much to a per- 
fection of physique as to an absence of it. 

The liver which works most satisfactorily is that 
which gives no sign of its presence — the heart 
which beats best in unison mih. the heart of its 
fellows is neither too fast nor too slow, too strong 
nor too weak. It is disease that at every turn 
obtrudes its presence, and reminds us of its existence 
— ^it is the weaker organisation which makes grief 
for itself and others by reason of its very rashness— 
which goes forth to battle without counting the 
cost, and returns worsted and weeping from the 
fray, crying that life is too rough a fight to be 
undertaken by any save those who are as ready to 
deal blows as to endure them — as Uttle considerate 
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towards the feelings of others, as others are for the 
imprudent impulses and the morbid repentances that 
tend so greatly to make up the unhappiness of 
existence. 

It was some such reflections that came crowding 
through Yorke's mind when she beheld the swift 
and to her unintelligible change in Mr. Monteith's 
face, as she spoke of no one knowing Austin Friars 
like herself; of her lips having been sealed while 
speech was still capable of effecting any good. 
Bitterly enough now memory reminded her that first 
and last she had acted on impulse, and that her 
impulses had caused the unhappiness of every one 
with whom she came in contact. Her husband, the 
man she had loved, the man who had loved her — 
what good had she done for any one of these, or for 
herself? — what good! nay, what harm! In re- 
membering her own interests, as in forgetting them, 
she had brought sorrow to Austin Friars. The 
money might just as well have gone. Eecalling 
that night when she determined to retain it, and 
compel another man to carry on Austin's business. 
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she knew she had been hurried to her determination 
simply by a wave of impulse ; and feeling this, she 
said passionately after a moment s pause, 

" I would give ten times the thousand pounds, if 
I had it, Mr. Monteith, to undo the fact that, 
through me or because of me, you and Austin have 
quarrelled." 

" I do not think you have any just cause for self- 
reproach in the matter," the merchant answered 
quietly; "for the money was yours; and he 
certainly had no right to refuse payment. Farther, 
had he and I not parted over this affair, we must 
have done so about some other, sooner or later ; and 
it is much better for me that it should have come 
sooner than later." 

"Perhaps so," Yorke said; "but that does not 
lessen my regret at having been the cause of 
disagreement between you." 

" It was quite optional with him to have paid the 
money : he had ample means of being honest if he 
desired to act fairly and honourably." 

" I should never have pressed him for it," Yorke 
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went on luirriedly ; ** and I am more worry than I 
can express that Mr, lto8S — " 

"J must stop you tlioro," int(«rruj)t(i(l Mr. 
Monteith. *'I do not want you to nay ariylliing 
now you may regret hereafter; ami if you hlam« 
Mr. Eoss to me, I am «uro you will h\ worry 
to-morrow for having done ko. Iu my opinion, 
Mr. Boss has acted admirably in every rimimvi, Miivo 
one ; and in that I believe be wai« influenced entirely 
by you." 

" By me ?" she repeated finintly. 

" Yes ; by you/* he replied. '* Prom wlmt I li/ive 
seen of Mr. Boss, I am quite (umUdant ilmt of 
himself he would never liave stepp4 into aiuither 
man's name and another man'n connecti/>n witlumt 
leave asked or granted, had you not perwuiwl/jd him 
to do it. If I give you pain, pardon me/' Mr, 
Monteith went on; **but m you have come fo-day 
to speak to me about my affiiirs, I mean to take the 
liberty of speaking to you alxiut your own : I want 
to talk to you bh a father might to a daughter'' 
— ^his voice faltered for a moment — remembering — 
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" The man loves you, and he has done all for love. 
Situated as you are, is this right ?" 

For a moment the blood mounted to her face, and 
her cheeks were dyed with a crimson flush of shame, 
while she answered : 

" It might not be if— if— " 

" If he were a different man. Is that what you 
would say ?"- Mr. Monteith suggested. 

His manner was tender towards her, and pitiful ; 
so pitiful that Yorke almost felt as if her heart were 
breaking for sorrow and for memory. 

" No ; I did not mean that," she answered. '* I 
meant, if he did not know all." 

*^Do I understand you that Mr. Eoss is ac- 
quainted with the facts you communicated to me ?" 
he asked in utter astonishment. 

« There is not a thing in my past life of which 
Mr. Eoss is ignorant," Yorke said, rising and looking 
at him with a weary desperate hunted heart-broken 
expression in her lovely eyes, " except the fact that 
you honoured me so far as to ask me to become 
your wife ; and there is nothing in my present I 
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keep from his knowledge, as tlioro m nover liki^ly to 
be anything in the future 1 should rofus*) to toll 
him." 

" You do not intend to imply — " Mr. Montoitli 
began; but there he stopped. Ho wim no iitt#dy 
bewildered, so hopelessly at wja, that orrfii (um* 
jeeture flailed him ; his preyious simpid^nm wofo 
completely forgotten in amazemiiiit at tliix frosh 
revelation. 

Each' item of intelligence only ma^lo tho m«o 
more complex ; each strand of silk ho UnwhiA only 
showed him how puzzlingly ontanglerl tho skoin Ijo 
desired to unravel really was ; ami, finding nmmtum 
fidl him, he looked into Yorko's face, fis if lir/jmig U) 
find some expression there that might miablo liitn U) 
solve the mystery ; but her next wmh only (hifrih 
ened it to his comprehension. 

" I mean to imply nothing wmcf^ming Mr. Itoss, 
save that there is no one on earth whom J trust so 
implicitly, whose friendship I value so highly, 
whom I respect so utterly, as Luke Koss.'' 

''You are treading on dangerous ground,'' Mr. 
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Monteith said gently, "whether or not you are 
aware of the fact." 

" No," she answered ; " it is because the ground 
is so firm under my feet that I am able to speak so 
freely ; because there is not a word which has ever 
passed between me and Mr. Boss I should object to 
tell my husband;" and, with the consciousness of 
the power this last weapon gave her, Yorke, woman- 
like, thrust the existence of the husband she once 
dreaded to name, on Mr. Monteith's notice. 

" That may all be," he said, " and yet the danger 
exist. Mr. Boss is too young to occupy the position 
of friend and confidant safely." 

" He thought of all that long ago," she replied, 
" and decided to run the risk." 

"But, my dear, have you thought of what the 
world may say — of what it will say some time ?" 

" What the world says or thinks is of very little 
consequence to me now ;" aiid Yorke laid a plaintive 
emphasis on the last word. 

" But it might be of consequence to Mr. Boss ; 
and—" 
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''And I ought to ooimidor tlmt mtd liltn, ym 
would say/' finishod Yorlco. ** I liuvo ))Aait Ihltikln^ 
of that for some timo pant ; and within i\m IfM^i im 
minutes everything which haN b^mn hithnrtf) il(»it.linK 
vaguely through my mind mmuH iti lmv» iMMunitiil 
one definite shape. Am you Imvr) takim mi urmi nn 
interest in my aflGairs — " 

" Nay, not an importinont inUirmi, 1 \uf\it^" Iim 
interrupted, misundorntanditig lior, 

'' I did not mean anything (}X(hi\A what 1 wtid," 
she went on steadily. ** An you haro klutn mi urmi 
and kind an interest in ma and my a/fairM, I will (^11 
you what I intend now to do. I Mliall iuuu:i\it n 
. pecuniary ofier which htm hmt uuuU^ Ui itw, Mui 
which will enable me to Imtvo IjftuUm, t Mhall ^o 
away somewhere — most proJ^aWy away from ICnglnn/l, 
I shall leave Mr. Boss numanmUitiiA in any way by 
me in the future; and as it msmm m\)(mihUt Uir nw 
to be of any use to any human boir^ I will try at 
all events to refrain from proving an (HumtfUmtuuu" 

" You say this because I have iqH)hm Mtulrli^nly, 
and perhaps too strongly," he remarked. ** Do not 
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do anything in a hurry you would be likely to 
repent hereafter." 

" I shall not repent," she said vehemently. " It 
is a thing I hate the. thought of doing, and therefore 
it must be right to do it. I have let feeling in- 
fluence me far too long. I will conquer my feelings 
now, and take the only course which can free Mr. 
Boss from the burden of my maintenance, and yet 
leave him at liberty to make a good thing of that 
business in which, as you truly say, I compelled him 
to embark against both his wishes and his judg- 
ment." 

^^ Will you not tell me what that course is ? You 
may depend upon my discretion." 

" There is not much to tell," she answered. " A 
relative, to whom I believe I ought to have appHed 
long ago, has offered lately to make such a settle- 
ment as shall secure me from poverty. I have 
refused that offer ; but I shall now accept it." 

"And that relative is — " Mr. Monteith paused, 
and for a second Yorke remained silent; then she 
said steadily, 
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« My husband." 

** You have seen him, then T 

** Yes." Her voice was low and troubled, ami hn 
knew he had no right or title to prolxj farther inUi 
her sorrow; but yet there was one qucMtion \\^^ U\i 
he must ask. 

*' You will not be angry with me if I J^jg you to 
tell me one thing more," he began, 

" I shall not be angry ; but iK3rlmiiH I may /lot 
tell you," she replied. 

"Once you gave me the outline of a v<jry kiuI 
story," he said. " I want you \a) t^ill rru5 Homrjthi/ipf 
in connection with that." 

"What is it?" Her tone wan quiet, but \ns 
noticed that her hands toyed rentk^HHly with tlie 
fringe of her shawl, and that every particle? of mW\t 
had left her fjEice. 

" You promised not to bo angry," he nai/l, takin;< 
her hand, and holding it while lie Wked eamr^Mtly 
and deprecatingly at her. "I feel my question to Ixj 
almost brutal ; but yet I would give much to know 
whether you have any right to the name of Friars." 
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She did not start, but he felt her fingers twitching 
in his clasp. She did not attempt to withdraw her 
hand, but stood passive for a moment, with her eyes 
bent down, thinking what answer it would be best 

to give him. 

She thought of Austin, of Mary ; but most per- 
haps of all, she thought of the man who was waiting 
for a reply to his question — ^the man to whom, if he 
were ever to be enhghtened, knowledge ought to 
have been vouchsafed ere he gave his daughter to an 
adventurer who did not possess a legitimate title 
even to his name. 

" What use do you propose to make of the infor- 
mation, if I give it to you ?" she asked, at length. 

"I do not intend to make any use of it," he 
answered. "I desire it solely for my own satis- 
faction." 

" And you will ask me no farther question ?" 

" I will ask you nothing fiirther." 

" I have no right to the name," she said slowly 
and deliberately ; " and when I enter upon my new 
life, I shall abandon it. I may go now, Mr. 
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Monteith, may I not ?** bUo went on. ** Our iuttir- 
Tiew has not proved exactly what I lutomltnl ; bui 
perhaps yon may now be more diMiH)Meil to ti^ki^ my 
reqnest into consideration! knowing you will navar 
see me again — that I shall never trouble you witii 
another. As I was the innocent oiiUNe of Ihti 
qnarrel, let me be the means of making it up again. 
You will forgive Austin for not having been quitt^ 
straightforward ?" 

" I will try ; I cannot promise ; but I will try," 

" Thank you." She took his hand between herw, 
and looked wistfully in his face tor a moment; tlien 
her eyes filled with tears, and drawing down her 
veil, she moved towards the door without uttering 
another word. 

" Good-bye," he began, as he stood holding the 
handle of the lock ; " spite of all you say, I liope I 
shall see you again some day." 

Yorke did not answer : she only shook her hea<l 
sorrowfully, and passed m silence down the staircase' 
and into the street, accompanied even to the outer 
doors by Mr. Monteith, who beheld her mixing 
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among the passers-by, and flitting away from his 
sight with somewhat the same feeling of desolation 
as he experienced that day when he walked out of 
her sitting-room in Scott's Yard, looking old and 
disappointed because the thing he had so ardently 
desired might never be. 

As for Yorke, while she walked along Leadenhall 
Street there were two feehngs uppermost in her 
mind — one, regret that she had ever sought the 
interview ; the other, thankftdness that it was over. 

Had she done harm? she wondered. Had she 
excited suspicion? What could Mr. Monteith's 
motive be for desiring to know whether or not she 
was entitled to bear the name under which he had 
become acquainted with her ? Why did he consider 
it necessary to speak 'so gravely about Mr. Eoss ? 
And, more than all, what made him suppose even 
for a moment that Luke was dangerous ground to 
her? 

"He might have known I, at all events, was 
safe," she considered, obstinately blinding herself to 
the fact that the bitterest drop to her in the whole 
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of their interview had been that oiio wliioh (M)iiiiiitUHl 
her resolution of going away and loavitiK tho only 
real firiend she possessed ; that tho Uhxth which H\u^ 
conld not prevent filling hor oyoH whon Kho m\A 
£Bu:ewell to Mr. Montoith woro wrting from hor 
because she knew that leave-taking prollgnnnl another 
which should try her to tho very oxlroniity of \wr 
strength. 

She did not love him, nho had Naid to hcirMdlf a 
hundred times over; and so fiir n)io won right; hnl 
she stood on that frontier-land whom hivoand friend- 
ship approach so closely, that whero tho onn domain 
ends and the other commoiuum may woll (HmwUiu 
mistakes, even on the part of a woman who Wfm no 
sure of herself as Yorke. 

After all, Luke had taken t}u5 cerifiin way (.o win 
such affection as Yorke still proNorvrMl at hor dis- 
posal. Had he been selfinh and exacting ; hml ho 
asked for a love she possessed no power or riglit to 
give ; had he made any claim ujKin lier gratitude ; 
had he been less forbearing, less i)ationt, less con- 
siderate, it is more than likely that Yorke, fooling 
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the chain she had herself elected should bind them 
together gall, would have hated the man who fiailed 
to make it easy for her, and would have resented, 
with the charming inconsistency of her sex, the 
mere fact of having excited love in the heart of one 
who but for that fact could never have been induced 
to yield to her soUcitatioDS, and cast his commercial 
and worldly lot with hers. 

But Luke Boss had been wise in his generation. 
The dread of losing, the determination of gaiiiing 
her, made him cautious ; the very length and depth 
and breadth of the love he bore her caused him to 
dread vexing or hurting Yorke by continTiaUy re- 
minding her of the existence of that love. 

She knew of it ; he would not have wished her 
ignorant, but he had resolved not to obtrude it on 
her notice, but to work for her thrice seven years, if 
need were, and bide his time. Farther, her position 
was so exceptional, that the words he might have 
spoken, the arts he might have used to try and win 
the love of one fenced in by all home protections, by 
all social barriers, would, he instinctively felt, have 
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been little short of insult to one placed like Yorke, 
even had no matrimonial bar existed between them ; 
while with that bar — the existence of which lid 
never forgot, save in his dreams — she was safe from 
his importunity as any duchess in the laud. 

All of which Yorke was wise enough to fioel, if 
she could not have explained it in detail ; and had 
she not felt grateful for it — had she not grown fond 
after a fashion in consequence — she would not have 
been the woman whose story I am trying to telli 
and who, full of her determination to leave Luke at 
liberty to make a better thing of his life, free from 
the bnrden she had imposed upon him, was walking 
along busy with her own thoughts, when the sound 
of her name caused her to look up and see the last 
man she certainly either expected or desired to meet 
at that moment. 

^ Yorke, I have wanted so much to see and speak 
to you," he said, drawing her hand within his arm, 
and looking at the sweet startled face with a sort of 
hungry despair. 

" Austin, you are mad !" 
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And she slipped her hand away, and wonld have 
walked on, and left him, hnt that he hurried after, 
and began again : 

" Mad or not, I must and will speak to yon. Why 
did you not reply to my advertisement? Why 
have you kept your address so secret? I only 
heard where you were living last night, and have 
been down there this morning hoping to get five 
minutes' talk ; although, indeed, talk is almost too 
late now, since all the mischief which could be 
done has been done." 

" Perhaps not all — only a great deal," she 
answered. " And I, for one, am so heartily sorry, 
that, against my judgment, I have meddled in the 
matter, and tried, as your wife asked me, to induce 
Mr. Monteith to make up the quarrel." 

" You have seen him, then ?" 

" Yes ; I have only this moment left his office." 

" Yorke, if I come round to Scott's Yard, will you 
try to give me ten mmutes' private conversation T 

" No, Austin, I will not." 

" Nor at your own house ?" 
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** Xor at my own hotiBO." 

^Wnbat am I to do, then? for I muHi md will 
speak to you." 

"Whatever you have got to wiy, you IhmI linll*ii' 
say now, then," she ropluKl ; " for 1 Klinll v^ry mmu 
be leaving London altogether." 

" Where are you going?" lio iiHinirnd, 

" That is my aflfair, surely," wan hdr iniwwor, 

"I can guess," he replied ; " you ar« goltiK Inu^k U) 
your husband and to Fordo I [nil." 

"No, I am not going \mik eiUutr to my linMUtid 
or to Forde Hall," she said (iuito oiilrnly. 

"But you have fle<jn him," AuKtin iKtrNJNtwl, 
" Yorke, there are a hundred thingM I WMiit to my, 
but I cannot say them here. Narno any tlriut or 
place. Will you come to my oiWvisV No. 'I'li^ii, 
at any rate, let us get out of thin row, for I mnmi 
hear myself speak." 

" It does not matter much to me, of courN^)," Naid 
Yorke, turning up St. Michael's Allrjy, nevertlielew* ; 
" but it is very foolish of you to run tlie risk of being 
seen with me." 
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" I wish I had never been seen with any one eke," 
he answered, speaking, though low, yet so vehe- 
mently, that people meeting the pair turned to look 
after them. "0, Torke, I have never known a 
happy hour since we parted ! Mary is very sweet 
and good ; but marrying her was the worst day's 
work I ever did for myself." 

" I should certainly think it was the worst day's 
work she ever did for herself," Yorke observed. 

" Now, do not answer in that tone," he entreated ; 
" more particularly when you know, as you do know 
quite well, that it was greatly for your sake I did 
it — that I could not bear to see you harassed 
and—" 

"We will let bygones be bygones, if you please," 
she said sternly. " It can serve no good purpose to 
discuss why youmarried her; and I, for one. am not 
going to enter into any argument concerning your 
motives. You are married ; and it is an insult to me, 
as it is to your wife, to remind me of the time when 
you affected an affection you could never have really 
felt." 



MB. HONTEITB A8K8 A QUEHTION. 21 

"Did I not? That is all yon kuow about it, 
Yorke. I never loved, I never could hy($, wiy 
woman but you; and whatever you nmy tlxink, I 
never shall love any woman except you*'' 

" We look at each other with very diffurout aytm, 
then," she said ; " for the only thing I mm kuu$ni 
— the only thing which now peri>le)UM iiie— U timt I 
should ever have cared for you at all/' 

''Ah, Yorke, you are hard arul cold," ho vfim 
beginning, when she interrupted him* 

" I must decline entering into any dakiusn of my 
own nature aa entirely bb I refused a mouutut Hiniui 
to enter into an analysis of youw; and lot um 
entreat you to remember that thin in iu)t Hut Inmi 
place possible for either violent ansertiou or n^crimi- 
nation. You said you had something i>ttrticular to 
say to me, and you have not said it At$ we Imvo 
met, I have something I want to say to you« X 
want to tell you that Mr. Monteith a«ked me to-day 
whether I had any right to the name under which 
he has known me.'' 

"Whydidheaskthatr 
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" I have not the sKghtest idea." 

" And what*did yon answer ?" 

" That I had no right to the name, and that I 
intended to discontinue its use." 

" And that was all T 

" Eelating to our past, that was all." 

" And relating to our present ?" 

"About my present he spoke much, and very 
sensibly." 

"He always took an unusual interest in you," 
Austin remarked, with a slight sneer. 

** If he had not taken so great an interest in me, 
he might have taken none in you," she retorted. 

"That is quite true," Austin agreed, wincing, 
however, at the remark perhaps by reason of its very 
truthfulness. " May I ask if it be in consequence of 
Mr. Monteith's advice that you propose leaving 
London ?" 

" No. He advised me to do nothing rash." 

" Then you told him of your intention ?" 

" Even so." 

" And he is inconsolable, doubtless r" 
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"If he be, he is safficiontly master of himself to 
hide his feeUngs." 

For a minnte they walked together side by side in 
silence. On the one hand, blocks of oilicos ; on the 
other, a green space where lay the forgottoii dt^ul ; 
beyond, the church, with its tower, conuid(>rod, and 
probably with justice, the most beautiful iji Loudon ; 
a few yards off people hurrying along Bt. Michiuirs 
Alley, and so through George Yard; wlu^ro thc»y 
were — ^near the passage leading into Boll Yard — 
in comparative solitude. 

Suddenly Austin paused and broke out, none the 
less yehemently because his tone was roprossod and 
his voice low, 

"For Heaven's sake, do not lot us go on like this ! 
Considering what we have been to one another, what 
we must always remember we have boon, do not talk 
to me as though we were more ordinary acquaint- 
ances. I am miserable, Yorko; this unhappy 
quarrel has damaged me beyond anything you can 
imagine. I want some one to talk to — some one to 
advise me — and — " 
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" That some one will never be me," she interrupted 
firmly, even while an echo of the old tenderness 
seemed to wander through her accents. " What we 
have been to one another I do not think it was for 
you to remind me ; but as you have reminded me of 
that which I am never likely to be able to forget, I 
answer our past is to me just as unlovely and as 
utterly dead as anything covered by that patch of 
greensward." 

"It is neither unlovely nor dead to me," he 
replied; and then suddenly he paused, for, look- 
ing in Yorke's face, he saw its expression change 
swiftly and painfully. Standing jGEWsing him, her 
eyes had wandered off towards the passage pre- 
viously mentioned, and there they remained 
fastened. 

" What is it ?" he asked ; and in answer Yorke 
almost whispered, 

" Mr. Monteith. He was just coming out of that 
passage when he saw us, and immediately he turned 
back. I am m grieved." And Yorke, remembering 
their interview, and vaguely comprehending with 
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her quick woman's instinct all Mr. Monteith might 
conjectore as to collusion hetween them, looked as if 
she would have liked to follow, and explain to him 
how matters really stood op the instant. 

" What could have brought him here !" Austin 
exclaimed. 

^^ I do not see that there is anything to marvel at 
in the matter,'' she returned, " taking into account 
that this is a pubUc thoroughfare ; but it will undo 
all the good I have tried to effect to-day, neverthe- 
less." 

*'I did not want to talk to you in the street," 
Austin said pettishly. 

** And I, if you remember, did not want to talk to 
you anywhere," Yorke repUed ; " and we will never 
talk anywhere together again. It is quite true what 
I told you, Austin. I mean to go away, far away, 
from every place I have ever been, from every one I 
have ever known. It is too late for me to begin a 
new life, but it is not too late for me to cut myself 
asunder from the old. Good-bye ; and be very kind 
to your wife, for she is very fond, too fond of you," 
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For a second their hands met, while he said 
hoarsely, 

" Do not leave me altogether, Yorke — do not !" 

To which she answered, 

" I left you for ever and ever, Austin, that night, 
when I knew exactly what it was I had loved, that 
in which I had trusted. No parting, not even the 
parting betwixt time and eternity, could be more 
complete than I meant it to be, than it has been." 

And with these words she was gone. He followed 
her retreating figure, as he thought, down George 
Yard; but she had taken the narrower turning which 
runs parallel with ComhiU, and emerging near the 
Eoyal Exchange, secured the first cab she met with, 
and drove to the Waterloo Station, never touching at 
Scott's Yard a^ she had originally intended. 

Which perhaps was quite as weU, since she would 
have found Mr. Monteith there iete-a-iete with Luke 
Boss, to whom he had resolved to put "just one 
question." 

Coming suddenly upon Austin and Yorke, when 
neither expected to see him, he beheld an expression 
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on Mr. Friars' £bu^ which no man's cOunttmaucu) rver 
wears, save when addressing the woman ho has lovnd 
beyond all other women, and with the old suHpicnon 
torturing him with a keener and sharper pang iliati 
eyer, he went straight off to Luke Itoss. 

" I want yon to give me a plain answer to a plain 
question/' he said, leaning over the desk, to which 
allusion has been made in connoction with Mr. 
Friars' Uttle bills. "Did you oversee Austin FriarM* 
brother ?" 

" I never did," Luke answered, thankful the r|U0H- 
tion proved one he could answer plainly as it was put. 

But who, being unsatisfied, stopp(xl content with 
one question and one answer ? 

"Do you beheve Austin Friars ever had a 
brother?" Mr. Monteith persisted. 

"That," replied Mr. Boss, "is a point on which, 
having no accurate information, I cannot exprc^sn a 
reliable opinion." And with this answer Mr. Mon- 
teith was forced to be satisfied — the whole day's 
work going to prove, that truth being rather a shy 
bird, is not so easily bagged as a tame pheasant. 
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CHAPTEE 11. 

yohke's letter. 

That same evening Luke Boss, anxious to know not 
merely the result of the interview between Yorke and 
Mr. Monteith, but also to gain some clue concerning 
the reason of Mr. Monteith's inquiries about Austin 
Friars' mythical brother, went down to Wandsworth, 
where he found Yorke alone, Mrs. Suthers, who 
occasionally wearied of the monotony of their exis- 
tence, having gone to spend the afternoon with an 
old acquaintance resident at Stockwell. 

** I am so thankful to have the chance of an unin- 
terrupted talk with you," he said, when Yorke had 
informed him of the above-mentioned circumstance. 
" Mrs. Suthers is an admirable person, but she has 
the knack of always seeming in the way." 
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'' She cannot understand that it is easier for two 
people to oonyerse on even the most ordinary sub- 
jects if a third be absent," remarked Yorke ; '' more 
especially if that third be merely a listener. As a 
role, I do not object to her hearing everything we 
hare to say ; but this evening I must confess her 
absence is a relief. I have a great deal to say to yon, 
Luke. First, I have written to Mr. Forde." 

'^To what effect ?" and Luke turned towards her 
with a yearning anxiety expressed in his face, which 
said as plainly as words could have done, ^' You are 
not going to leave me, Yorke, now, when I thought 
the aflhir was settled and done with for ever 1" 

** I will show you the letter presently," she replied. 
" Meantime the gist of it is this — that I have recon- 
sidered his offer ; and that if he be still willing to 
make me a small allowance (the large amount he 
proposed I should not accept), I shall be grateful to 
him for it." 

" And the reason for this, Yorke ?" 

** I want to leave London — " 

'* And me," he finished. 
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"I want to leave London and you," she ac- 
quiesced. 

And then there ensued a dead silence, broken only 
by the ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece, and 
the occasional Mling of a cinder on the hearth. 

It had come to this, he was thinking bitterly — 
come to it, as he might have been sure it would some 
time or other. He had worked for her, thought for 
her, Kved for her ; and behold the result I She was 
able now to do without him, and the first use she 
made of her new Uberty was to cut her boat adrift 
from the bark of his fortunes, and sail off to other 
seas, where he could follow her only in memory. 

He had for her sake suggested her leaving Scott's 
Yard ; he had even urged her communicating with 
her husband ; but he never fully realised all that 
following this advice might involve, until in her clear 
low voice she said distinctly, 

" I want to leave London and you." 

She thought he would understand her real mean- 
ing without farther explanation. Knowing the 
route by which she had arrived at her determination, 
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she expected him to be able to trace it almost by 
intuition, and she had no idea of the despairing 
thoughts which came one after the other — of the 
bitter words that rose to his lips, and were bitten 
back, while he sat there, silent, looking — his dark 
and strongly-marked fsice seeming darker and more 
strongly marked than ever — into the fire. 

But at last, when he had mastered himself a Uttle, 
hp said interrogatively, 

" You had no thought of doing anything of this 
kind yesterday ?" 

" I cannot say I had no thought, but I had no 
definite intention," she answered. " It has been put 
upon me, however, to make some change, and this is 
the only possible way in which I can do it." 

" Put upon you !" he repeated. "-Then this is 
not your own doing, Yorke ; it is not quite of your 
own desire — of your own free will — you say you 
want to leave London and to leave me ?" 

" No. Where, on the face of the earth, should I 
ever find another friend like you ?" 

" Then why go ?" he asked. 
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" Because it is right I should ; because, if I do not 
go, I shall be a burden and a drawback to you all 
my life ; because, with the expense of two establish- 
ments, you can never get rich ; because, if you did 
get rich, the world would have hard things to say 
about both of us ; because, though there is not and 
can never be a future for me, you will, I trust, yet 
be wealthy and happy, if I only leave you free to do 
well for yourself, and to enter into fresh ties that 
you will never form so long as I am near enough to 
remind you of the old folly." 

" Who or what has been putting all this into your 
mind, Yorke ?" he asked. 

"Every person and everything," she replied. 
*^Even you, Luke, that night by the river, that very 
first night of all, told me what would some day be 
thought of an arrangement such as I proposed. I 
did not care then, but I do care now. I was 
desperate when we talked together first about all 
this, and thought of no one but myself. I have 
been wrong, first and last. If we have escaped thus 
far, it has only been because our friends are so few 
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and 80 kind* But it cannot go on. I will not mar 
jonr life as I have marred my own. We will part 
-while yon can still say, 'God bless you, Yorke!' 
before you have learned to curse the day you first 
beheld my face." 

She had risen, and was walking up and down the 
room as she finished her sentence, which, though 
begun quietly enough, ended in a tone of yehement 
despair. She had marred her own life; she had 
made for him any life without her hopeless and 
barren; and because of the very truthfubess of 
her words the man's heart seemed to sink within 
hiiD, his pnrpose and his energy to wither and 
die. 

But there was nothing new to him in it all, 
nothing in the fact; she had only placed it in a 
slightly different light, and so he answered : 

" Do sit down, Yorke, and try to be calm. We 
knew all this years back ; and so &r as I can see 
there is no fresh reason why you should begin 
yexing yourself about it now. There is no fresh 
fJEict, except that Mr. Forde is aware you are still 
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in existence. Every other circumstance of our lives 
remains precisely where it was." 

"Then it must be that I look at our position 
differently/' she replied. 

" Being a woman, you were certain ultimately to 
do that," he remarked, with a grave smile. "But 
you shall not be hurt or vexed, Yorke, even by your 
own self-tormentings, if I can help it. Your fair 
fame is more to me than anything else in the world ; 
and as you seem to think it can only be preserved 
by separating entirely from an old friend, let it be 
so. I presume you do not quite mean I am never 
to hear from you, never again to see you. I 
lay no claim, remember ; but you cannot quite ask 
that;" 

" 0, Luke !" and she laid her hand on his arm, 
leaning forward and looking into his face to see if he 
were in earnest. 

" Well, Yorke ?" he asked. 

And she took her hand away and turned her face 
aside, and answered never a word. 

Then, like a torrent long repressed suddenly 
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breaking bounds, his agony burst forth. What he 
said he could not have told five minutes after: all 
he meant, Yorke in her bewilderment scarcely 
grasped ; she only knew that no man had ever so 
spoken to her before— that of love such as this — 
strong, hopeless, honest, despairing ; love which had 
and could deny itself; love faithful unto death — she 
had formed no conception. It was his life he talked 
about ; his life, with which love for her was linked 
indissolubly ; his life that, wanting her, would be 
hopeless, and desolate, and cold. 

" But it is right," he said at last, " and you shall 
go. What is the matter, Yorke ? Have I ofiended 
you ? You knew this all along — knew I loved you 
Ijetter than my own soul." 

" I am so sorry," she murmured. 

" Ay, that is always the way with women," he 
replied. *'They are warned against playing with 
edge-tools, but they will play with them neverthe- 
less; and then, when they have stabbed a man to 
the heart, and see the blood coming, they cry out 
they are so sorry ! There, Yorke, forgive me ; I am 
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mad, I think. I will go home, and come back some 
other day, when I recover my senses." 

And he would have left the room, but that Yorke 
stopped him. 

"Luke," she began, "if you think I ought to 
remain — if you beUeve it is well for you that I 
should remain — I do not mind what any one may 
choose to say ; indeed, it was only so far as gossip 
might aflfect you that I ever really cared at all." 

"No, dear" — ^he was quiet enough and calm 
enough now — " you shall go ; it is best we should 
separate, cost what that separation will to me. I 
have been Uving in a fool's paradise, Yorke. I 
swore to myself, long ago, that if I waited for you a 
hundred years, you should some day be my wife; 
and I realise to-night for the first time that, if I 
vmited for you twice a hundred years, you would not 
at the end say 'Yes,' unless it might be out of 
pity." 

"I should not say it out of pity; but if I were 
single to-morrow, you remember why, Luke, I could 
not say it at all." 
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"You wonld not — ^I realise that. I repeat, we 
entered into an impossible compact I could go on 
for years and years, in the hope of a reward, even if 
long deferred; but I could not go on seeing you 
now, and remembering that of your own free will — 
out of your great prudence — ^you seized the first 
chance of getting rid of a man you never regarded, 
save as a convenient stepping-stone, at a time when 
you saw no other means of crossing a difficult river." 

"Are you just, Luke?" she cried. "Are you 
fiiir?" 

"I think so," he replied. But Torke knew he 
was mistaken, for she had never come so near to 
loving him as at that moment. 

** You are not," she said. ^' I have been told that 
I ought to consider you — ^that it is not safe — that 
we are both walking on dangerous ground; and 
I will consider you, even against your desire, and go 
away where you shfill never see me again." 

" Never again! Notwithstanding all the days and 
weeks and years we have spent together, during the 
whole of which I have tried to please you, kept 
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sorrow from you as well as I could, prevented my 
lips speaking a word which might pain or offend 
you. You did not intend that, Yorke; unless, 
indeed, I have vexed you about this matter of 
Austin Friars. Is that the solution of the enigma ?" 

*'No," she replied. "I saw him to-day; and 
though I wish we had not been mixed up in that 
quarrel, it does not affect me much. If any person 
have really influenced me, it is Mr. Monteith." 

" I wish Mr. Monteith would not meddle in the 
affairs of other persons." 

" Fairly enough he said to-day that I had come 
to hnn to meddle in his." 

" It is a pity you went near him." 

*' Yes, if I could live the last twenty-four hours 
over again, I should leave him and Austin to settle 
matters without my interference." 

'* But you cannot live the last twenty-four hours 
over again ; and the result is that you have written 
to Mr. Forde." 

" I will bum the letter if you like." 

" No, let me read it. I will advise you to the 
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best of my ability ; and if I think the letter a good 
one it shall go. Where is it ?" 

She opened her desk, and took what she had 
written out of its envelope. For a moment she 
held it irresolute, then said, 

'' Let us tear it up, Luke, and forget 9,11 about 
everything, and be the same as ever." 

" We cannot be the same as ever," he answered ; 
** and I for one could not forget ; and we will not 
tear up the letter, at least not at present." Saying 
which he took the paper out of her hand, while 
Yorke exclaimed, 

"I think it is a pity women are ever aUowed to 
do anything they wish, for they are always sorry 
for it afterwards." Whereat Luke Eoss smiled a 
little bitterly, but made no reply. 

When he had finished reading the letter, he said, 
" You make no mention in this of the facts of your 
life since you left Milden." 

" He knows them," she answered. 

'' Not fully. Do you not consider that now you 
ought to place him in possession of all the circum- 
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stances; that whatever comfort there may be de- 
rivable from a knowledge of them, it would be right 
he should have ?" 

" I think there is no. necessity for entering again 
into the matter." 

" But he wished and entreated you to do so," 

"It is impossible for me to explain what seems 
inexplicable now to myself; to excuse that which 
never seemed to me so utterly inexcusable as when I 
saw him who but for me — ^my folly and my sin — 
might have been the happy husband of a better 
woman, the father of sons and of daughters, instead 
of the last of his race." 

** And you think you owe him no atonement for all 
this desolation, for those" long lonely years ?" Luke 
asked, his voice not so steady as it might have been. 

" What atonement could I make ?" she demanded. 
" Can I give him back the past ? can I free him 
now ? can I undo the evil I have wrought, and, re- 
turning to the day he asked me to be his wife, bid 
him choose any beggar by the wayside rather than 
myself?" 
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** No ; but you can tell him everything just as it 
happened, just as you told it to me," he said. 

" I cannot. I do not believe what I told you was 
true. I have been wicked and headstrong and selfish 
all my life, as my fether was before me ; and this is 
the end, this !" 

" Then you will not vouchsafe any farther expla- 
nation ?" 

" There is no farther explanation to give." 
" And you still wish this letter to be forwarded ?'* 
" If you think well — if you like." 
"Nay, Yorke, it is if you like — if you think well." 
There was a change in him she could not under- 
stand; already, as it seemed to her, the bark she 
had voluntarily loosened was gliding away, and for 
an instant she felt as if she must stretch out her 
arms and shriek aloud for it to return— to return 
and take her &om the desert life she beheld stretching 
away when those white sails which had bo long 
borne her company were out of sight. Then 
pride and prudence, and perhaps temper, came to 
her rescue, and she said, 
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"I did not arrive at my resolution hastily. It 
had better go." 

^^Give me the envelope then," Luke answered, 
" and I will see it is sent." 

She watched him seal and place it in his pocket- 
book ; then for a time they talked upon indiflferent 
subjects ; and after about half an hour he said it was 
growing late, and that he must go. 

"You are not angry, Luke?" she ventured, at 
parting. 

" Angry ! no. How could you think so ?" 
" Then what are you ?" she asked, unheeding his 
question. 

" I am changed — that is all." 
" How do you mean — in what way ?" 
'' I cannot tell. I do not know yet. Ten years 
hence ask me how I changed to-night, and perhaps 
I may be able to explain. Now I only feel that I 
am not just what I was this morning." 
" And has this change been caused by me ?" 
"By you entirely; but we will not begin that 
discussion again. You will not quite forget me, will 
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you? Do not be tronbled about the matter. It 
was very pleasant, but it could not last; and I 
might have known so, long ago, could I have borne 
to face the truth." 

"Luke, give me back that letter." 

" No, it is better thus." 

" I wiU never take money from him." 

" And I declare, Yorke, if you refuse, and decide 
to remain in London, I will never see you more. 
You have chosen, as you say, deliberately, and as I 
say, wisely; abide by that choice. My day with 
you has been very pleasant. Spite of all the pain 
to-night, I would not not have spent it. God bless 
you, Yorke, for the happiness, and spare you in the 
future every pain !" And then she felt his lips 
touch hers, and heard the door close, and knew that 
Luke Eoss was gone out from her life, as she had 
said falsely she wished to go out from his. 

" They are all alike," he considered, striding on 
through the darkness. " It is a simple question of 
much weakness or little ; a mere matter of whether 
a fresh toy presents itself ; of whether it be possible 
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to get awaj-to some new country and leave the old. 
They look upon us, the best of them, but as shuttle- 
cocks which they can toss about to serve their own 
pleasure or their own convenience; and when the 
feathers are broken, and the cork has lost its 
elasticity, worn out in their service, then it is, 'Take 
that useless thing away.' 0, Yorke!" — and his 
passion and his sorrow mastered for a moment his 
cynicism — "I thought you were diflferent from all 
the earth beside; and yet I can see what this 
means. You desire to be rehabilitated; you are 
longing for the wealth and the safety and the home 
this man can give. Take them all, m God's name, 
and I wiU be the one to help you back to the height 
you wish to regain." 

And so he brooded on all the way to Lambeth, and 
thence to Blackfriars, and thence to Southwark Bridge, 
from which point to Scott's Yard was a mere nothing. 

Arrived there, he ascended to the well-remembered 
rooms where first he knew her, and, lifting a candle 
high above his head, looked round despairingly at 
the apartments which should know her no more. 
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After that he wrote out a few directions for his 
clerks, examined a 'Bradshaw' lying on his desk, 
told his housekeeper he should want breakfast by 
half-past seven on the following morning, and then 
went to bed and to sleep, for physically his long 
walk had exhausted him. 

But the next morning brought no change to his 
resolution. He rose early and breakfasted sparely, 
he dressed himself in the best apparel he owned, and 
then he drove off to the North- Western Eailway 
Station, and booked himself for Milden — all the time 
Yorke's letter lying safely in his pocket-book — and 
he resolving she should never know, never. 

He left the train at Milden, and walked across 
the path she had crossed— she in her innocent girl- 
hood. It was a fine crisp bracmg morning, and he 
made a detour in order to see the cottage, now falling 
to decay, where she lived when the man whose life's 
happiness she had wrecked came honestly and 
honourably, if foolishly, to woo his young bride. He 
stood and looked at the deep-sunk fence, at the 
grassy lawn, at the moss-grown drive, at the glossy 
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evergreens, at the old trees bounding the view ; and 
the sight of all these things, which were well-nigh a 
new sensation to his London experience, seemed to 
bring him closer to the woman whose youth had been 
passed among them, who had lawn and drive, and trees 
and shrubs, and flowers and fence, all stored away 
like pictures in the recesses of her memory. 

After that he turned aside and walked through 
well-kept paths, over which trees, now bare, arched 
their branches, to Forde Hall, where he asked if he 
could see the owner. 

There had been a time, and that not so very fiir 
remote, when Luke would have felt considerable 
trepidation in marching up to a great country 
mansion to pay a morning visit ; but that time, hke 
the reign of petticoat government and the regime of 
bread-and-butter and water-cresses, was past and 
gone; and Luke felt no more nervous now about 
meeting Mr. Forde, save for one reason, than he 
might about encountering Jones the ragman, or 
Eobinson, whose business took the pleasing and 
artistic form of flowers and feathers. 
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If anything dismayed Mr. Eoss at Forde Hall, it 
was the subdued air and respectful solemnity of 
Mr. Forde s own man, Simpson, who, after some 
trifling delay, informed the visitor that his master 
would see him, and begged Luke to "Have the 
kindness, if you please, sir, to come this way." 
Having conducted Mr. Boss to the end of which 
way, he closed the library-door, and left Mr. Forde 
and his visitor to commence their interview. 

" I ought to apologise for this intrusion," Luke 
began, and then hesitated. 

" You said on your card that your business was 
private, personal, and important," finished Mr. Forde. 

" It is all these, not to me, but to you," Luke 
answered, desperately. "The fact is, Mr. Forde, 
last night there was a letter placed in my hands to 
post to you, and I determined, knowing it did not 
contain many facts you ought to hear, to bring it 
myself. That is the letter." And he took Yorke's 
envelope from his pocket-book, and placed it in Mr. 
Forde's hands. 

For an instant that gentleman's fingers played with 
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the seal ; then he said, laying the letter before him 
unopened, " Now to your part of the business, sir." 

" Will you not read what is written there first ?" 

"No," was the reply. "I should like first to 
know who you are, why you are here, and what you 
have to say ?" 

Then Luke begau, and told everj^hing, save one 
— the love he himself had borne, did bear, the 
woman who was this man's wife. He recited the 
whole story, just as she had repeated it to him that 
night by the water's edge, while the river rippled in 
upon the steps, and the Hghts shone down into the 
Thames, and her agony and his seemed greater than 
each could bear. 

That was the tale he had set himself to repeat — 
that, her excuse, such as it was — that, just her love 
for an unworthy object who had won her love, to 
whom she had been more than wife, more than help- 
meet, and who, after devotion and assistance and 
affection beyond count or remembrance or measure, 
cast her off when it seemed to him that, by so doing, 
he could better his position. 
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Told by man to man, when the embers of life's 
fire were certainly, in one case, burning low — when 
the agony of the old wrong was almost a forgotten 
story — it was a tale to move the pity, to soften the 
heart ; and Mr. Forde listened, convinced that the 
Torke he remembered must be the same Yorke, 
spite of her sin, still ; or else she could never have 
so impressed this stranger, who sat opposite, with so 
marvellous an assurance of her sweetness, her self- 
denial, her devotion. 

'* And you, sir," Mr. Forde asked, at length, " may 
I ask who you are, and how you came to be con- 
nected with this matter ?" 

« I am a very insignificant person," Luke answered 
with proud humility. *'I was able to stand between 
Mrs. Forde and poverty at a time when she needed 
a friend, and that friend a man. She has honoured 
me with her confidence ever since. Beyond that I 
have no claim even to her friendship." 

" I must think over what you have told me," Mr. 
Forde said, slowly. " Where are yon staying ?" 

"I return to town by the next train," Luke 
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answered. " My business cannot spare* a longer 
absence." 

" That is unfortunate, for I should have Uked to 
speak to you farther on this matter." 

" There can be no need for that," the other said, 
hastily. " If you wish any confirmation of my story 
— any farther information about Mrs. Forde, write 
to Mr. CoUis. He will confirm every word I say ; 
tell you just what Mrs. Forde was, and into what 
evil hands she fell." 

" And you — how am I to thank you ?" 

" There is no need for thanks. I have only done 
a little less than my duty ;" and the speaker's face 
turned ashy white at the idea of what all this duty 
performed might bring about. 

"You must be tired after your journey. You 
will take some luncheon ?" 

"Not on any consideration," he replied; then 
added, " Pardon my brusqueness. I am not well. I 
could not eat, thank you. Good-morning;" and 
afiecting not to notice the hand outstretched to 
gra^p his, Luke passed away from the room, and 
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into the hall, and only breathed freely when half a 
mile of plantation and lawn intervened between him 
and the owner of Forde Hall and Yorke. 

*' He will have her back," he thought, " and that 
immediately." But therein Luke Boss chanced to 
be mistaken. 

Anyhow he had, he knew, done or tried to do his 
duty, and that assurance strengthened, if it did not 
comfort him, in the new life on which he was enter- 
ing, as he said, a changed man. 

For days, almost weeks, Yorke watched for his 
coming ; but he entered her little drawing-room no 
more. He had sworn to himself that he would keep 
away ; and though he answered her letters regularly, 
and indeed wrote often on business matters — 
oftener perhaps than there was any actual necessity 
— he made no mention of ever calling, of ever 
wishing to see her again. 

" She will go back," he considered, " and forget all 
about the past and me. That romance is done with, 
and I will devote myself to making money." 

But even with this intention Yorke seemed to 
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interfere. Just what happened to Anstin Friars had 
now come to pass in his case. It was needful for 
him to repay that thousand pounds, and after his 
return from Maiden, Luke Boss set himself to the 
consideration of ways and means ; for now that 
Yorke no longer needed his assistance, he was 
certainly not the man patiently to hear receiving 
assistance from her. 

Meanwhile, never in her life hefore had Yorke so 
earnestly longed to see him. Had he been the most 
artful of lovers, instead of the most simple, he could 
not have taken a better plan for stamping his image ' 
on her memory than by thus suddenly absenting 
himself at, a time when she felt more lonely than 
ever. 

She wanted to talk over the letters she received 
from Mr. Forde's soUcitors ; she desired to show him 
her answers; she longed to have his advice con- 
cerning her future home ; she yearned to prove to 
him that it was for his sake, his alone, she had 
resolved to accept her husband's oflfer. But Luke 
was inexorable. 



yorke's letter. 53 

After what had passed between them that night, 
he felt he could not resume his old relations. He 
knew it was best for him, at all events, to keep 
away ; whilst, on the other hand, Yorke, remember- 
ing that mad outburst of long pent-up love and 
despairing passion, could not ask him to come and 
go as formerly. 

They could not play at " being only friends " any 
longer — she quite understood that. The matter was 
too serious now for self-delusion. He had laid 
himself out to give up his life for her and to her ; 
but he had not bargained for that time ever to arrive 
which had now arrived, when their interests should 
cease to be identical ; when Yorke should desire to 
quit London provided for by her husband, and leave 
him for his share of their long partnership a broken 
heart. For this was about the state of the case; 
whatever success the future might bring in a 
worldly point of view, in a domestic he knew his 
life was wrecked. Not only she, but he, had been 
playing with edge-tools. In all bitterness he 
acknowledged this, even while resolving that he 
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would not turn coward in consequence of his 
hurts. 

How she tried him with her letters — letters that, 
nevertheless, he would not have been without — no 
words can describe; how the confidence she gave 
just the same as of old alternately touched and 
irritated him, I never could tell. Sitting in the 
evening, over the winter fire, in the rooms that 
always seemed to his £Etncy haunted by her, he read 
and re-read those epistles, which appeared like 
apparitions of the dead past, once so full of life and 
happiness. 

He could see plainly enough that she had 
resolved to keep nothing from his knowledge; 
that whether he came or stayed away he should still 
not remain in ignorance of her afi^rs. All the 
i5ommunications she received from Mr. Forde's 
soUdtors were sent on for his perusal; and even 
when at length something very diflferent from 
money-matters came to be the theme, she neverthe- 
less remained frank and open as ever. 
" It has come about as you prophesied," she wrote 
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one day. " Mr. Forde is willing, nay, wishful, for 
me to return. Nothing can be kinder or more 
noble than his letter, which fills me with a keener 
remorse than ever. He offers to let Forde Hall, and 
reside anywhere I may select. He says the past 
shall be as though it had never been ; but you know 
this is impossible — as impossible as that I could 
take so mean an advantage of his generosity." 

To which Luke replied, " You might make him 
very happy still, I think." 

And after that there came no letter from Yorke 
for more than a fortnight; and he was just be- 
ginning to think she had taken offence, and would 
write no more, when one night, by the last post, he 
received this note : 

" Mr. Forde has met with a serious accident, and 
his solicitor is now here waiting to go dovm vnth me 
to Milden. I have been telegraphed for. Excuse 
this haste. "We must go by the express." 

"Now how will it be?" Luke said to himself. 
" Will he die, and leave her a rich widow ? or will 
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he live, and everything he made up again ? Any- 
way, it cannot signify to me." Which was all very 
well ; hut the whole of that night he never closed 
his eyes. What he had prophesied so long hefore 
was come to pass, though not quite as he had 
prophesied it would. The result was the same, 
though the means were not. And now he fully 
realised to himself how utterly he had dishelieved in 
the prohahility of his prediction being fulfilled — how 
completely he had built his air-castles upon the 
certainty of his own assertions never being verified. 

Nevertheless they proved to have been only too 
true. She was gone, and he was alone in that great 
City house overlooking the grim City churchyard, 
where she had kept her despairing vigil that night 
when this story opened. 
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CHAPTEB m. 

EASTER SUNDAY. 

To his business — ^to his buying and selling, his 
paying and receiving, his letters, and his ledgers — 
Luke Boss turned back mechanically — just as a man 
returns after seeing the mould filled into the grave 
of one who was the one, and no other, in all the 
world — to the drudgery of an existence across which 
no sunshine like the old sunshine may stream again 
for «ver. 

He had his work to do, his place in life to fill, his 
future to consider, his present to make what he 
could out of, although the object for which he had 
toiled proved to have been a delusion — although she 
was gone. 

He could not quite realise it at first. His 
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memory was continually falling to sleep, and dream- 
ing, *' I will go down to Wandsworth to-night ; I 
will tell Yorke so and so ; she will he glad to hear 
I have completed that arrangement;" and next 
moment waking with a start and pang to the con- 
sciousness of his loss—to the certainty that, whatso- 
ever the days to come might bring, the Yorke he 
had known, sinning yet trustful, deserted and 
desolate, first angry, then pitiful — the Yorke he had 
beheld placing her &ith in so weak and broken a 
reed as Austin Friars— who had stood with him 
beside the rippHng waters— who had grown dearer 
and dearer to him every day of their strange com- 
panionship — would never walk with him again 
through the City streets, nor kneel beside him in 
the old City churches, nor be in any way just what 
she had been in the times which, when he looked 
back upon them, seemed to his imagination so 
brimful of happiness, that he marvelled no prevision 
of the certain end came, even in the midst of his 
contentment, saying, "It cannot last; it is high 
noon now, but the night must come." 
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Of the lonely emptiness of that man's heart, how 
is it possible for me to tell? To him she was 
worse than dead — she was gone away living. Dead, 
she would have been all his ; living, they were like 
two ships, which, after having kept company to- 
gether in strange seas, in unfamiliar climes, in 
tempest and in danger, part suddenly when close to 
shore, and drift away farther and farther from the 
friendly intercourse of old. 

The graves where our loved ones lie are always 
green, kept so, it may be, by the tears of our 
memory ; but over the tombs of those who have died 
for us, whilst living for others, nightshade climbs, 
and bitter venomous thoughts gather — sad cypress 
shades them, and ashes from fires which we once 
fondly conceived could never be extinguished, are 
piled high all around. 

She was gone ; and the beauty and the hope of the 
man's life were gone with her. To the work and 
the labour of the day he turned him back till the 
evening, not caring how soon the evening might 
come to end so gloomy a day ; but working hard. 
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nevertheless, as befitted his character, and leaving — 
as was natural, alike to the rank from which he had 
sprung and the nation to which he belonged — no 
means neglected of pushing himself on in the world 
— of bettering his position and improving his 
fortune. 

Instead of a woman, he took prosperity for his 
mistress. The smiles of beauty may be deceitful ; 
but concerning the tangible benefits accruing from a 
large balance at a man's banker's, there can, I appre- 
hend, be no dispute. He was now free to make a good 
thing of life, unweighted — so Luke sometimes re- 
marked bitterly to his own soul — and he would make 
it. If ever he and Yorke met in the aftertime — if 
ever — she should not behold in him a man who, 
spite of all his struggles, had only been able to keep 
his head above water — for, ah ! already his fancy, 
disturbed from one nest which she built to contain 
her sweet dreams and hopes, was busy carrying 
straws wherewith to weave her another habitation, 
capable of receiving, not the passionate, despairing, 
reckless Yorke of old, but the new Yorke, who, 
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having fared through so many sinful years not so 
well as one of her husband's hired servants, had 
returned from the husks of her former life, like the 
prodigal of old, to the wealth and luxury of Forde 
Hall. 

This was how Luke sometimes put it to himself — 
not generously, or charitably, or even justly, but hu- 
manly, and in pleasant lover-like fashion ; since no 
woman jealous of another woman — no enemy speaking 
of the one he hates most— no rival envious of the 
prize another has snatched from him— can be so 
insanely bitter as he who, having mentally appro- 
priated some fair lady, finds that, with scarcely a 
good-bye, she has slipped out of his life, and chosen 
her own path, which may not be his path, and her 
own people, who are all as aliens and strangers unto 
him. 

Had Mr. Forde been poor, Luke thought he 
might have borne it more calmly; but when he 
remembered even the very best he had been able to 
do for the woman he idolised — the struggle it was 
to provide her with such small luxuries as it 
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delighted him to procure — and contrasted his 
straitened income with Mr. Forde's wealth — ^his life 
of labour with Mr. Forde's leisure, the dreary City 
house and the drearier suburban villa with Forde 
Hall — the man felt as if he should go mad by reason 
of his very impotence to retain, by any means, a 
place in her memory. 

And behold, this was the woman whom, while yet 
he believed her within his grasp, he had hesitated 
about making his wife! Eecalling that time, he 
first lamented the evil chance which threw her 
across his path, and then repeated to his own heart 
the words he spoke to her : 

" My day with you has been very pleasant. Spite of 
all the pain to-night, I would not not have spent it" 

Which was true. Spite of the fever that con- 
sumed him, had he been led to the waters of oblivion, 
he would have refused to drink. She had gone out 
of his life, but he had once formed part of hers ; 
and to a man whose whole soul is engrossed by a 
woman, even such poor comfort as this, proves not 
wholly unavailing. 
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He had been once; he might be again. Mark 
the necessary ending. 

Abeady, as I hare said, fency was building her 
another nest, and hope, fluttering about the eaves, 
sang songs, low and tremulous certainly, yet such 
as thrilled the soul of the listener with a strange 
delight. 

Farther, as time went by, and he learned that the 
man whose wealth he coyeted, whose broad lands he 
once looked on with grudging eyes, could never 
expect to be other than a helpless hopeless invaUd, 
Luke, strong in his comparative youth, in his health 
which had never yet foiled him, grew remorseful 
concerning the way he had repined against his lot. 

How should he feel, even though Yorke and 
Forde Hall, wealth, birth, and position, were his, if 
an hour came when he knew he might never walk 
even from one room to another— never be other than 
dependent on others — never move hither and thither, 
except borne here and there ? God, he knew, in his 
infinite mercy, gives at length resignation when such 
a blow is dealt; but Luke, sitting by his lonely 
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hearth, pictured it all to himself-*— pictured the 
despair, the mental agony, the struggling of hope 
against conviction, the sullen apathy, the tardy 
submission — and strove unavailingly to realise how 
he should endure, had the trouble &llen to him. 

Knowledge of the full extent of the calamity 
which had overtaken Mr. Forde came to Scott's 
Yard only by very slow degrees. When Torke 
first wrote after her arrival, she could only tell what 
she understood herself — namely, how the accident 
occurred, and the fears which were entertained that 
if Mr. Forde recovered at all, he would remain an 
invalid for life. 

She did not enlarge much on either subject, 
merely stating concerning the cause of injury that, the 
horse he chanced to be driving having taken fright, 
the dog-cart was overturned, and Mr. Forde thrown 
out, and much hurt, whilst his servant escaped 
comparatively httle harmed. 

" The doctors cannot tell yet," she said, " how it 
will all end ; but they hold out Uttle hope, even if 
his life be spared, that he will ever be strong again." 
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And in one* note after another this last expression 
of fear was repeated, till at length she stated for a 
certainty that he would never be able to walk again 
— that his doom physically was sealed. "I hope 
against hope myself," she finished. " Had his life 
been a happy one — ^had I helped to make it so — or 
had I even not helped to make it wretched, I think 
I could have borne it better ; but as it is, the burden 
seems heavier than I can bear. Had I by my own 
direct act brought this trouble upon him, I do not 
beUeve it would be any harder for me to endure than 
it is now, when, remembering his and my past, I 
look at his present, and consider what they tell me 
his future must be. He bears it as I cannot. First 
or last, I have never heard a murmur. His only 
fear seems to be that my health may sufier; as 
though I would not gladly — thankfully — change 
places with him, if I could only give him back the 
strength he can never possess again." 

Luke felt all this. He took the man's patient 
submission for a text, and preached to himself from 
it; but he could not write to Yorke much about 
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Mr. Forde; and because of this she thought him 
perhaps a little hard and unsympathetic; and so 
after a time her letters grew less frequent, and 
although they had only been separated for a few 
months, Luke began to consider that they were 
becoming something very like strangers. 

He was not angry with or bitter against her now. 
He only felt, as I have said, that the old Yorke was 
gone, and that a part of his life was gone with her. 
A considerable portion of their correspondence had 
borne reference to money matters; and so long as 
these remained unsettled, letters on both sides were 
long and frequent ; but now he said to himself he 
had not even that excuse for intruding into her new 
estate. They had both written all, either imagined, 
they should ever want to write upon pecuniary 
subjects. The thousand pounds had been sent and 
returned — sent once more, and returned again 
— ^Mr. Forde's solicitor called in Scott's Yard, 
empowered not merely to arrange that Luke should 
retain the money as his own, but also to urge his 
naming any farther sum which might enable him 
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to extend his business and ensure his commercial 
success. 

" May I ask if this proposal come from Mrs. 
Forde ?" Luke inquired, when his visitor ceased. 

" To be perfectly candid, it does not," replied the 
lawyer. "She seemed to think you might be 
annoyed — that, in fact, you might misunderstand the 
feeling which dictated Mr. Forde's offer." 

" I do not misunderstand," Luke answered, " and I 
am very grateful to him. Say this, if you please, 
while you say at the same time that I cannot accept 
his offer." 

" Cannot, or will not ?" asked the other, with a 
smile. 

"Cannot," Luke repeated; "but add, lest I 
should eeem ungracious, that if I ever need help 
which he can give in the future, I will apply to 
him." 

"Thank you; and with regard to the thousand 
pounds, which for a special reason Mrs. Forde 
desires you should retain ?" 

"Mrs. Forde," Luke answered, slowly, "wishes 
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me to keep that sum as trust money, and for 
a specific purpose. I will write to her on the 
subject." 

Which he did, saying : " When the evil day you 
seem to anticipate dawns for Mr. Friars, that money 
shall be forthcoming. I will hold it in trust till 
then." 

Over this letter, which seemed and which was 
hard, Yorke wept bitterly, for he had wiKully mis- 
understood her meaning. 

She had not really been thinking about Austin 
Friars. She only wanted Luke to keep the money, 
giving it to him with a pretty womanly deceit. 
" Some day," she said, " he may perhaps need your 
help : keep it till then." 

But not understanding feminine guile — good and 
virtuous and straightforward men rarely can com- 
prehend the devious routes which it pleases women 
for some inscrutable reason to choose — Luke arrived 
at the conclusion that her heart was still one with 
the weak purposeless creature who had broken it — 
that in her self-elected exile it was of him she was 
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thinking — that every one had best of her memory, 
save " her brother," Luke Boss. 

"Yes, that was the compact," he sneered to 
himself; "and just Hke brother and sister, we drift 
apart. So be it." And full of bitter jealousy he 
strode off to the bank, where hitherto he had con- 
sidered it rather a privilege to be permitted to keep 
his modest account. 

" I want," said Luke to the manager, " to place a 
thousand pounds in your hands on deposit." 

"For any specific term?" asked that august 
individual. 

Mr. Boss hesitated for a moment, then answered, 

'* At three months' notice." 

Whereupon the manager, who in his way was a 
grand personage, and the controller, all unconsciously 
perhaps, of many men's destinies, turned and 
looked at him shghtly, and, if it be not derogatory 
to add, interrogatively. A thousand pounds ! Tens, 
hundreds of thousands were mere bagatelles in the 
year's story of the big bank. Thousands ! Some-< 
times a clerk disappeared with a few of them — trifles 
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too small to be considered ; but that a man like 
unto Luke Eoss — a struggling merchant — a man 
who, to use a phrase rarely heard west of Temple 
Bar, generally saved his bills and met his payments 
"by the skin of their teeth" — should want to 
deposit ten hundred pounds, was a mystery of 
mysteries — one which, in fact, the great man, who 
though an autocrat was human, felt it at once his 
pleasure and his duty to investigate. 

"Three months is a long time for business 
purposes, Mr. Eoss," he said. 

" I do not intend to use it in my business," Luke 
answered. 

" Ah, trust money !" suggested the other. 
" Not exactly ; for it is my own if I like to use it. 
The fact is" — Luke went on hurriedly — " that sum 
has been placed in my hands to trade with, if I see 
fit, or to retain, in the event of a certain contingency 
arising. I do not wish to trade with it ; but in case of 
need — the need I have referred to — I should Uke to be 
able to withdraw a portion at three months' notice." 
"Very proper indeed," said the other; but all 
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the time he was thinking, " What a stupid donkey 
you must be ! Were the thousand mine, I should 
double it in three months." Which only goes to 
prove that his knowledge of men and things 
exceeded the knowledge of Luke Boss, who felt 
himself a very small and poor individual indeed, in 
presence of the speaker, who had often refused to 
touch his paper, which was (with the exception of 
Austin Friars' biUs) good enough in all conscience 
as paper and times then went. 

And so, remembering that there were a dozen 
people waiting in the outer room for audience, he 
bowed himself out of the presence-chamber, un- 
conscious that he had just done as good a thing for 
his own advancement pecuniarily as he had done for 
his own standing socially, when he shook the dust 
of Church Eow off his feet, and went forth from the 
domestic paradise where he had dwelt so long, into 
the wilderness of the world, beckoned thither by 
Yorke. 

Thinking in after-days over the circumstances of 
his career, it always seemed to Luke singular that 
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from the hour Torke returned to Forde Hall his 
business prospered so exceedingly. Despite the 
difficidty he had in realising and borrowing the 
money he sent down to her, and subsequently 
lodged, as has been stated, on deposit, he was really 
more easy as regarded pecuniary matters, and more 
successful commercially, than had previously been 
the case. It was something, perhaps, to be re- 
lieved from Mr. Friars' bills. Those eternal renewals, 
the being constantly obliged to place acceptances 
which in one sense had no concern with his business, 
where his own trade-paper should only have ap- 
peared, had been really a greater drawback to his 
advancement than he himself ever exactly realised ; 
ferther, the constant feeling that he was, after all, 
only a sort of steward of Yorke's money, had some- 
what cramped his energies and rendered him 
cautious exceedingly. Moreover, it had been the 
pleasure of his life to surround her with comforts 
that his actual profits could ill afford ; and all these 
items added together had militated against his 
success. 
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While Yorke remained near him he did well — 
wonderfully well, considering the weight he carried ; 
but now she was gone, he did better — everything he 
touched prospered. The year succeeding her de- 
parture was one of almost unexampled good trade ; 
and for the first time in his life Luke Boss felt it 
was more than possible he might yet do great things 
for himself commercially — become comparatively 
rich, though utterly lonely. Heigho ! " A fat 
sorrow," says the proverb, ** is better than a lean 
one;" and now she was gone it was just as well 
that success had come. After all, there is a fine 
tonic in prosperity ; and prosperous or the reverse, 
Luke Eoss was scarcely the man to sit down with 
folded hands, or to pace the City streets with a sad 
countenance, because he had made a mistake, and 
loved, like many another, a woman "too well," 
though " not wisely." 

Had such a thing happened to Austin Friars, he 
would have bewailed his luck, which led him, out of 
all women, to select that woman. But Luke was 
made of stronger stuff", and knowing quite well no 
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woman save Yorke could ever have so stirred the 
depths of his soul, he kept qniet, understanding 
vaguely it was better for him to have so loved 
and so suffered, than never to have really loved 
at all. 

Supposing, for instance, he had married Kate — as, 
but for Yorke, might well have happened — what 
then ? Luke pondered this question over and over 
as he walked home from Church Eow, whither he 
had gone to see the old year out, and to welcome 
the new year in. 

After long absence from such domestic deUghts, 
he had at length spent an evening in the bosom of 
his family, and the problem he considered as he 
walked back to Scott's Yard was, how he had Hved 
in Prospect Place so long ; how he had ever tolerated 
the existence which obtained there ; how he could 
ever have dreamed of tying himself to a girl like 
Kate, good though he knew her to be ; how he had 
endured the petticoat-government of his aunt and 
Melinda ; and how he had bounded the horizon of 
his future with the interior of a dingy City office 
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and the depressing regularity and respectability of 
his dreary snburban home. 

Since he left there he had, like those who go 
forth in ships, seen the wonders of the deep ; and 
now, when after his experience he beheld once again 
the dead-level of commonplace which had, as he 
formerly imagined, perfectly satisfied his desires, he 
stepped back amazed at the change time and 
circumstances had wrought in him. 

Yet he was glad to be at peace with his people, 
pleased to remember he had carried out the in- 
tention he once confided to Torke of asking them to 
dine mth him on Christmas Day. 

"My dear Aunt," he wrote, "I think the 
breach between us has remained open too long, and 
I should Hke to close it. For anything I may have 
said to vex you when we parted, I am sorry ; and if 
you are willing to let bygones be bygones, and, 
together with the girls, to come and eat your 
Christmas dinner here, it will give great pleasure to 
your affectionate nephew, 

"Luke Boss." 
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To which Mrs. Hohnes, who had a great idea 
that people who were willing to eat hmnble-pie 
ought to be liberally helped to that deUcious 
compound, replied, 

'* My deab Nephew, 

" I was very pleased " — ^Luke winced a little at 
sight of the well-remembered expression — " to receive 
your note, and to know that my dead sister's son 
has not wholly forgotten those who tried, though 
unsuccessfully, to make his home happy. We 
cannot accept your invitation because we have been 
engaged out for Christmas Day ever since last 
September ;" — " Good Heavens !" thought Luke, 
" who can have been so anxious for their company ?" 
— " but we are obhged for it all the same ; and if 
your engagements wiU let you join us on New 
Tear's Eve, we shall feel honoured by your 
company." — A statement which Mrs. Holmes 
regarded as a piece of delicate irony. — "Melinda 
and Kate desire to be remembered to you, and I am, 
as ever, your aflfectionate aunt, 

" C. Holmes." 
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This letter — the result of long deliberation — ^had 
been toned down to its present mild form after 
much declamation on the part of Melinda and 
tearful remonstrances from Kate. It was Mrs. 
Hohnes' desire to write a short manuscript on the 
Torke Friars' question-to recapitulate the primary 
cause of offence — to rehearse how he had gone off 
at a tangent &om his comfortable tea, and left 
the house, because he liked a strange designing 
woman better than his own kith and kin. She 
proposed likewise suggesting the question that 
he had not found Mrs. Friars so charming as 
he once imagined her to be; and she farther 
intended asking him whether he meant to insult 
her and her daughters by asking them to take 
a meal under the same roof as that which 
covered a woman such as Mrs. Friars must be, 
when she lived in the same house with a young 
unmarried man. 

" If you send that letter, mamma," said Kate, " I 
declare I will leave home myself. I will go for a 
governess." 
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^A nice governess you would make," sneered 
Melinda ; " you are so well-educated yourself." 

^ Well, then, I will be a housemaid. I do not 
care. I will not bear it. You treated Luke shame* 
fully ; and he is willing to make it up again, and 
you want to put him fiarther away than ever. How 
can you tell whether he is married or not ? How 
do you know whether Mrs. Friars be Uving or dead, 
in London or thousands of miles away ? She never 
did us any harm, and you have no right to speak 
about her as you are doing." 

" She never took anybody's lover away jfrom her, 
I suppose," suggested Melinda. 

"She never took mine, at all events," Kate 
answered. " Luke never loved me ; and if he came 
and asked me this minute to marry him, I would 
say, ' No.' " 

" 0, dear !" exclaimed Melinda, sarcastically. 

" If you want to know all about it," Kate went 
on, turning to her mother, " why not go and ask 
Luke ? — or I will go, if you like." 

" Go to that house ! a child of mine !" said 
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Mrs. Holmes, almost with a shriek. But the idea 
stole into her mind that she wonld go herself ; that 
perhaps Eate might be right, after all; and that 
possibly matters could yet be arranged between 
Luke and her youngest bom. 

She determined to say nothing to Melinda on the 
subject tiU after her return ; and accordingly one 
morning, when she went out on the pretext of 
shopping, she walked across to Hackney, took a City 
omnibus there, and thence made her way from the 
Eoyal Exchange to Scott's Yard, 

The hall-door stood wide open, inviting Mrs. 
Holmes to enter and walk upstairs; but she 
modestly contented herself with knocking, and when 
that fEiiled to attract attention, rang, occupying her 
leisure with a study of the names painted on the 
lintel. 

They were fewer then and different from those 
you, reader, were good enough to glance at in the 
first chapter of this book. 

First-floor : 
LusB Boss. 
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Second-floor : 
Johnstone, Malcolm, & Co. 
Concerning the occupant of tlie ground-floor there 
was no statement, and Mrs. Holmes rashly jumped 
to the conclusion that behind those closely-shut 
doors, those wire-gauze blinds, lurked her enemy. 

She had come to ask for Mrs. Friars. Only 
imagine if the servant said she was at home and 
requested Mrs. Holmes to walk in, what should she 
do ? And then quick on this question followed the 
knowledge that she had never previously quite 
beUeved in Luke's iniquity ; that it was not till now, 
when she stood on the very threshold of discovery, 
she fully realised the length and depth, and height 
and width, of the discovery she had travelled all the 
way from Homerton to make. 

Once again she rang, this time louder ; and in 
answer there emerged from the doorway leading 
down to the basement an elderly woman, who, 
wiping her hands— evidently just taken out of a 
wash-tub — on her apron, inquired what the visitor 
wanted. 
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" Is Mrs. Friars at Lome ?" 

"There is no Mrs. Friars lives here," was the 
answer, spoken somewhat defiantly ; for Mrs. Holmes' 
manner could not be considered as conciliatory. 

" I want to see the lady of the house," tried 
Mrs. Holmes. 

"Then you can't; for there ain't no lady — unless 
myself." 

"Do you mean to say that Mrs. Friars never 
lived here ?" 

" Neither Mrs. Friars, nor any other missus or 
miss, lived here in my time. There was a name 
Friars up there " (pointing to the hntel) " and on 
one of the office-doors when I came here first, but 
Mr. Boss had it painted out." • 

"And you cannot tell me where she lives 
now ?" 

" I never heard of her to my knowledge." And 
before Mrs. Holmes' face the woman, who was not, 
as I have said, satisfied with either that lady's 
manner or appearance, tried the door of each of the 
lower rooms, and then, with a brief " (Jood-moming," 
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disappeared once more into the basement, leaving 
the visitor standing on the doorstep. 

Just then came along a derk, who, seeing, as he 
phrased it, "a female in distress," paused ere he 
ascended the staircase, and inquired, 

" Anything I can do for you, ma'am T 

"I only wanted to know if I could see Mrs. 
Friars," said Mrs. Holmes, eagerly. 

" Lefk long ago, ma'am — before Mr. Eoss came to 
hve here. Do not know where she is now; but 
have heard it said she came into a great fortune, 
and went back to her own friends." 

Whereupon Mrs. Holmes retreated a step -as 
though she had received a slap in the face; and 
then having recovered herself sufficiently to say, 
"Thank you; I am much obhged," walked away 
quite certain Luke had not erred past forgiveness, 
and yet more inclined to be angry with him than 
ever. 

Hence the note I have copied, which she wrote 
without consulting either of her daughters on the 
subject ; and hence a question that, on New Year's 
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Eve, she put suddenly, and as if without premedi- 
tation, to her nephew. 

"What has become of that Mrs. Friars, Luke, 
you used to have so much to do with ?" 

"0, she is not Mrs. Friars any longer," Luke 
answered. This was the way he had decided to 
check any inquiries concerning her. 

"Married again! You do not mean it!' and 
Mrs. Holmes elevated her eyeUds, and swelled out 
Uke a pouter pigeon, as she paused for a reply. 

" She is a great lady now," Luke replied. " Her 
husband is immensely rich, and she lives in one of 
the loveUest places you can imagine. I never saw a 
more beautiful estate." 

" Tou have been there, then ?" 

" Yes — of course." 

" And whom did she marry ?" 

" 0, you would not know anything about him if I 
told you. He is only a rich country gentleman." 

" And where did she meet him ?" 

"He had been fond of her ever since she was a 
girl." 
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" Ton were fond of her yourself once, Luke, were 
you not ?" 

" Yes, as a child may be fond of the moon," he 
replied. "G-reat ladies are not to be wooed and 
won by Jack, Tom, and Harry." 

" But still you go and see them ?" 

"She does not forget old friends," he said 
evasively. 

And so the matter dropped ; and when the guests 
were gone, and Luke was walking down the Hackney 
Eoad smoking a meditative cigar, Mrs. Holmes said 
to her daughters, 

* My dears, what do you think ? That woman is 
married again — to some immensely rich country 
squire ; and Luke visits them." 

" Then, I suppose, there is nothing to prevent our 
visiting Luke, mamma," remarked Kate. Where- 
upon Miss Melinda drew herself up, and observed 
that some people would bear anything. 

" You are one of them, then," Kate said sharply. 
Which speech caused Mrs. Holmes, softened a little 
perhaps by the potency of the loving cup, in which 
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she had wished all present " a happy aew year, arid 
many of them," to whimper that she could not think 
what was coming to her girls, they seemed so strange 
and snappish. 

" I am sure we ought not to be, then," Kate said 
deprecatingly, "when we have got an old friend 
back once again ;" and she went to her room with a 
curious feeling swelling in her heart — a feeling 
which whispered : " This man has suffered ; but he 
is not for you;" and she knew it; for the Luke 
Boss who had left them that summer's evening long 
ago was as much dead as though some one had lifted 
him into his coffin and pUed the earth-clods upon 
his grave. 

To most of us, violent changes are as the sweep- 
ing of Death's wings; and that night Kate lamented 
not merely the Luke Boss who could return to her 
no more, but the hopes the Luke Boss who was now 
merely her cousin had cherished only to behold- 
fading away. 

Even as concerning their love there is in many 
women a motherly instinct ; and it was this which 
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caused Kate Holmes to shed tears at the destruction 
of Luke's card-castle. Had it become a lordly 
and inhabitable building, tenanted by all sweet 
hopes and a fair woman, would she have smiled and 
clapped her hands, I wonder? Nay, friends, the 
tears would have been bitterer — they would have 
proved salt and briny, lite those which flow from a 
mother's eyes when a son, having married to please 
himself and for very love's sake, leaves everything 
middle-aged femininity considers most worthy and 
most valuable in order to cleave to a woman, and 
that woman irrevocably his wife. 

They saw little of Luke after New Year's Day ; 
indeed, they saw nothiug until Easter; for he 
clearly intended that for the future their intimacy 
was to be of the saint-and-hoHday description. 

"K you have no better engagement, will you 
dine with me on Easter Sunday," he wrote, " and 
bring Mr. Horley?" Now Mr. Horley was the 
fiance of Miss Melinda ; and the convivial nature of 
the party invited may therefore be easily imagined. 

However, Luke meant to do his duty towards hi3 
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relations, and accordingly ordered in the orthodox 
joint of lamb, and impressed npon his housekeeper 
the need of providing a due amount of mint-sauce. 
He intimated, further, that a ground-rice pudding — 
a dish which the soul of Mrs. Holmes loved — would 
be a desirable addition; and in the way of wines 
and dessert he commiitted extravagances that appalled 
the housewifely minds of his aunt and elder cousin. 

Anything very rich or rare he did not attempt. 
When the covers were removed, he told them they 
" saw their dinner ;" which certainly the party seemed 
to be enjoying, until, in the very middle of the 
entertainment, there came a knock at the outer 
door ; and, after a moment's parley, Luke's house- 
keeper ushered Yorke into the apartment on the 
ground-floor where he and his guests were seated, 
with the simple announcement, " A lady wants to 
see you, sir." 

In she came, looking sweeter, prettier than of old, 
a trifle more worn, it might be, a shade thinner, but 
with every adjunct to her beauty wealth and dress 
could give. 
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He had never before seen her attired in anything 
save black ; and now, when she appeared clad in a 
maze of hght-coloured garments, pale-blue ribbons in 
her bonnet, the most delicate of gloves, the prettiest 
of bracelets, Luke, Heaven help him ! lost his heart 
once more. 

It was the woman he loved, let Jier assume what 
shape, enact what part she chose ; let her come in 
as she did then, a little shyly amongst so many 
people, or confidently, as he had seen her enter a 
room before then^ or slowly, and with a certain 
melancholy, as in the old days departed, which he 
remembered so well, which could never be quite 
forgotten days to him and to her. 

" This is an unexpected pleasure," he said, rising 
to welcome her, and for the moment forgetting his 
guests in his deUght at beholding that dear face 
once more. 

"I was in London," she answered, "and could 
not pass through without seeing you. I did not 
know you had friends, or — " she hesitated, not 
Uking to add, " I should not have come." 
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"My aunt, my cousins— Mrs. Forde," Luke 

» 

exclaimed, recalled to present circumstances by her 
words and her looks ; and, hearing themselves thus 
mentioned, the assembled company rose, and Yorke, 
seeing what was evidently expected, shook hands 
with them all round, not forgetting Mr. Horley, 
who said, in a thick, guttural voice that seemed to 
come from the very depths of a black-velvet waist- 
coat: 

" Hope yon are well, mum." 

" Yes," Yorke answered, " thank you, I am quite 
well." 

" Have you lunched ?" liuke asked with a certain 
hesitation. 

" No ; nor dined," she said promptly ; ** and I am 
so hungry." 

Then they brought her a plate and Jmife and 
fork, and Yorke ate merrily the lamb and mint-sauce 
Luke gave her. 

" It is like old times," she observed, accepting the 
situation, and Mrs. Holmes' severely wondering look 
at the same instant, "dining with you. Mrs. 

VOL. III. H 
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Suthers is quite well. She often talks about you, 
ttough you seem to have forgotten her." 

"Now who can Mrs. Suthers be?" considered 
Luke's aunt and cousins. 

"I hope, ma am," said Mrs. Holmes, taking 
advantage of a pause, " that your good gentleman 
is quite well." 

Just for a second Yorke looked bewildered, then 
she answered : 

" Indeed I am sorry to say he is tax from well — 
so ill, that we are going abroad to-morrow." 

" What may be the nature of his malady, mum ?" 
asked Mr. Horley, who chanced to be a chemist and 
druggist; and at the question Luke absolutely 
writhed. 

"He met with a serious accident a little time 
since while driving," Yorke replied; "and his 
doctors hope that perhaps the German baths may 
prove beneficial" 

"Wonderful things those German baths," ob- 
served Mr. Horley oracularly, and no one con- 
tradicted him. 
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When, after the disappearance of the ground-rice 
pudding, Yorke rose, and with a little blush and 
embarrassment said she must go, Luke rose likewise, 
and offered to fetch her a cab. 

/* Thank you, there is one waiting for me," Yorke 
repHed. 

Whereupon Mrs. Hohnes went into a mental 
calculation concerning the time for which she would 
have to pay. 

" I will see you safely to it," Luke said gravely. 

" Ah, no," she pleaded, " stay with your friends ; 
do not let me disturb you. I am accustomed to 
seeing to myself, if you remember." 

But he would not hear of it ; and so, after an 
apology to Mrs. Holmes, Yorke let him have his 
way, and they walked once again down Scott's Yard 
together. 

" I daresay, after all, she brought her own 
carriage," exclaimed Mrs. Holmes when the front 
door closed behind them. " They must be im- 
mensely rich, that jacket she had on never cost 
one penny under ten guineas." 
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" You might go to the top of the lane, Kobert, 
and see," suggested Miss Melinda. 

And ncA altogether loth, Kobert, thus exhorted, 
ran into Bush Lane, and so to the comer of Gannon 
Street, whence he returned immediately with the 
inteUigence that it was only a cab ,* but " 0, such a 
footman ! regular tip-topper, and no mistake." 

Mr. Horley was not a mischief-maker, where- 
fore he refrained from stating that he had beheld 
Luke standing close to the cab-window longer than 
there seemed any actual necessity, speaking more 
earnestly than he could well understand the need for. 

" You will come to the Hall and see us on our 
return, Luke," she was entreating. " I have talked 
so much about you and your kindness to Mr. Forde, 
that he wishes, most earnestly you would pay him a 
visit." 

"That is very kind of him," Luke answered 
gravely. " But amongst your confidences did you 
ever tell him— I loved you?" 

"No," she said, faltering a little. 

"Well, until you do tell him, I shall never be his 
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guest ; and after you have done so, I shall still say 
—'Nay.'" 

"Luke!" 

" Yes, Yorke." 

"Tell the man 'Home/ Good-bye;" and her 
fingers touched his, and the sweet face smiled fare- 
well; and she drove off, leaving him. doubtful as 
to what she had meant to say. 

Three minutes after Yorke could not have told 
herself. She only knew, as Luke — ^walking sadly 
back to the house, where his people had been 
solemnly invited to hold high holiday — confessed to 
his own soul, that a great gulf yawned between 
them ; which, sooner or later, he swore he would 
. bridge over. Sooner or later— ah, friends, is it not 
often later than sooner ; and generally, for human 
interests and purposes, too late altogether ? 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Austin's confidences. 



To be a thoroughly successful humbug — a man, 
that is to say, who, when he has robbed you of your 
inheritance, your friend, yonr mfe, shaU stiU seem 
to you less villain than fool, less a deliberate trickster 
than one who has ruined your prospects because he 
was mentally incapable of grasping the possible and 
probable consequences of his actions— it is needful 
that the humbug shall first have tried his 'prentice 
hand, and with good results, on himself. 

He must believe in his humbug, in other words, 
before he can either make another beheve in it, or in 
his own belief in it. To be a villain, or a cheat, or 
a rogue, is quite a different department of social 
science; and a villain, or a cheat, or a rogue,'or a 
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trinity-in-imity of all three, is, I may add, a much 
less dangerous individual to know than a mere 
humbug, if the association be likely to prove close. 

When you become cognisant of the villany of a 
villain, or the cheating of a cheat, or the roguery of 
a rogue, you can cut him, or kick him, or lock him 
up ; but with a humbug, what is a man to do ? 
Supposing that one year you injflict condign punish- 
ment upon him, he reappears the next, and either 
ignores the fact altogether, or says he bears no 
malice, or hopes you are sorry for your conduct, 
heaping coals of fire upon your head the while by 
asking for the loan of five pounds.' Tou never 
know when you have him, or when you have done 
with him. The only certainty you possess is, that 
while you and he Uve, he will never have done with 
you. His memory, so far as your causes of oflfence 
are concerned, is like a slate over which a wet 
sponge is continually passing. You cannot cut 
him, for he vnll not let you. You may kick him, it 
is true ; but for all the impression such chastisement 
produces, you might as weU kick an india-rubber 
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ball If you lock him up, he makes that fact a 
reason for future levies of black mail. When he 
goes away, you are for ever expecting him to turn 
up again at some most inopportune moment. When 
he dies, the strain has been so long continued that 
you cannot feel glad at the deliverance — even if, as 
often happens, he do not contrive so to make his 
last bow as to leave an unpleasant sense of guilt and 
responsibiUty on your soul. 

If for a time he be prosperous, you can only pray 
God it may last, well knowing your prayer will not 
be answered. If he be unfortunate, you know for a 
certainty that, let whomsoever choose be to blame, 
he is not ; that let you do what you can for him, he 
will remain dissatisfied. Sinbad's Old. Man of the 
Sea must have been a nice cheerful sort of com- 
panion in comparison to the "humbug" with whom 
most of us are worried. 

That is to say, most of us in London, since the 
air of a great city is as necessary to a thorough 
humbug as water is to the existence of fish. The 
man does not breathe who could endure his constant 
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society; but many men there are in this great 
Babylon who, seeing some unfortunate creature bom 
under what they consider a ban of ill-luck, are willing 
enough to hold out a helping hand occasionally, to 
sympathise with his sorrows, to believe the world 
has been very hard to him, and to accept his own 
statement that every thing or person, except himself, 
is to blame for his continual misfortunes. 

The very incarnation of this sort of individual was 
Mr. Austin Friars. He humbugged himself, and he 
humbugged other people who pitied the constant hot 
water through which he had to wade, until they 
found out that he boiled it with fires of his own 
Hghting ; and even when they had found that out, 
the man was so plausible and so specious, they still 
went on pitying him as a matter of habit. 

He had been rich, and the credit thereof he took 
to himself. " He had been poor, but that was not 
owing to any fiiult of his. Entirely through his 
own merits he had made a/ tolerable marriage ' and 
become a partner in a * respectable business.' By 
reason of the folly of his father-in-law, and the 
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meddling of other persons — ^more especially of that 
man Eoss, who coolly walked in and took possession 
of the business he (Austin) had made — ^he "was cast 
adrift once more, with a wife accustomed to every 
luxury, and a young family to provide for. Him- 
self, of course, he did not consider ; but it was hard 
for those connected with him. He might say he had 
to begin the world over again, and not a free man 
either. However, he — Austin Friars — did not mean 
to despair ; he intended being yet richer than old 
Monteith. It was a simple question of work, and in 
a few years he hoped to recover his position." So 
Austin Friars discoursed to the world in general ; 
and I am bound to record that the way the world 
in general received these and such-like statements 
justified the confidence he reposed in it. 

During the year following that in which Mr. Mon- 
teith dissolved partnership with him, trade was, as 
has been said, exceptionally good, and Austin 
declared that he made money faster than he could 
bank it. 

Where he got his capital was a mystery to 
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those who kaew the amount he brought with 
him out of Leadenhall Street ; but most people, even 
those most intimately acquainted with Mr. Austin 
Friars' concerns, firmly beHeved he had some in- 
fluential *' backer," who found the money and shared 
the profits, and secretly directed the business, and, 
SO to speak, pulled the strings that moved the puppets 
in Austin's commercial show. 

He had large grand offices in BiUiter Square ; 
lots of clerks, plenty of business, his bank balance 
was always satisfactory, his payments duly met. He 
had a house at Highgate, where he entertained 
much City and other company ; and altogether the 
Austin Friars of those days was very much the same 
man (only bigger) as the Austin Friars who was 
wealthy and well-to-do when he first "^met Yorke, 
and conceived himself rich enough and sufficiently 
in love to talk about marriage to a poor com- 
panion. 

There was a Mr. Turner who spent much time 
at the premises in Billiter Square, concerning whose 
antecedents, exact position, and real connection with 
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Friars & Co. speculation was rife. His principal 
occupation appeared to be reading the newspaper. 
He never ^te a letter, he never saw a customer- 
on business, that is to say — ^though he kept many 
men amused while waiting to see Mr. Friars ; he had 
nothing to do with the books, he took no lead in the 
firm, he was not remarkable in appearance, dress, or 
manner ; and yet every one believed him to be, if 
not the veritable capitalist, some agent deputed 
by the capitalist to see that things went on satis- 
fectorily. 

He lived, when at home, in Worcestershire ; and 
most persons imagined him to be the owner of great 
estates in that pleasant county ; but he rarely was 
at home, preferring, with the modesty of a great 
mind, his bachelor chambers at the West, where he 
and Mr. Friars saw even more of each other than was 
the case in the City. 

And they saw enough of each other there, one 
would have thought, to satisfy all the requirements 
of friendship; for since his removal to Billiter 
Square Austin had furnished a couple of rooms for 
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himseK above his private offices; and in one of 
these he and Mr. Turner ^ere wont to sit smoking 
and talking late into many a night, when Mary 
imagined her spouse was taking a compulsory journey 
to Manchester or Liverpool, or some other con- 
veniently situated place of business. 

The £act was that not merely had Austin taken a 
strong fancy for becoming a millionaire, but he 
had also grown awfully weary of the domestic 
hearth. 

" My wife is as good a little soul as ever breathed," 
he said, confidentiaUy to Mr. Turner ; " but, hang 
it ! when a man goes home after a hard day's work, 
he wants something better to speak to than a talk- 
ing doll. I should like a woman to whom I could 
teU my plaos, and hopes, and fears, and expecta- 
tions." 

"I am very glad you have not got what you 
should like then," answered Mr. Turner, who was a 
grim, reserved sort of man, with small keen eyes and 
iron- gray hair. " I do not believe in women, nor in 
a man who confides in women — at least I would 
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rather not be connected in business with so trustful 
an individual. By the way, talking of such things, 
what became of that little girl you were so infatuated 
.about just beforel left you ? — companion, or some- 
thing of that sort-pretty, soft-looking creature- 
you know whom I mean; for you were awfully 
smitten there, Friars, if you remember." 

" yes, I remember !" and Austin bent forward to 
knock the ash off his cigar, and to conceal an expres- 
sion he knew came into his eyes. " She went the 
way of all flesh — " 

" Died ?" This was interrogative. 

" No ; married — is not that the life-story of all 
women ? Are they not, if at all attractive, bom to 
miake good marriages, as the sparks fly upwards ? 
That little girl's husband has just as many thousands 
a-year as we hope to divide between us some day ; 
and is altogether in a very different sphere of hfe 
from ours, my friend." 

" God bless me !" remarked Mr. Turner, who was 
philosophical, though unconvinced. " Well, you were 
hit hard there. Friars ?" 
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" Acknowledging that — " 

" I used often to wonder how it would all end." 

'' Should you like to know ?" 

" Yes, I should greatly." 

*' I asked her to marry me, and — she refused." 

" Assigning for reason ?" 

"The fact that her hand was already pro- 
mised — " 

" To her present husband ?" 

" Even so ;" and with a host of memories crowd- 
ing upon him, Austin Friars looked out of the open 
window upon the pavement of Billiter Square, and 
puffed away industriously at his cigar, while 
Mr. Turner sat watching him. 

"Friars," he said at last, "do you know, I think 
that matrimonially you have made a mistake. The 
girl who refused you was the one you should have 
married." 

" If you say another word about her," exclaimed 
Austin, rising, " I will fling you out of the window !" 
At which threat Mr. Turner only laughed, and bade 
his friend sit down again. 
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" I really should like to know how you have passed 
all these years," he said, after a pause. 

" Then you won't," Austin answered. 

" Then I what ?" interrogated the other. " 0, my 
dear fellow, you mistake. Then I will ; you and I 
are rowing together in much too risky a hoat for 
there to he any hidden sands under our bows. I 
mean to know all about you ; all about what you 
have been doing ; all about whom you have known 
since you and I parted company that November day 
when I set out to make my fortune." 

"Why do you want to know all this now?" 
Austin asked, turning on his companion almost like a 
dog at bay. 

« Because, my dear friend, I have heard a whisper 
or two concerning a few matters that may or may 
not do us much harm. You will remember I only 
knew you as a successful man ; and upon the faith of 
that memory we are here this evening, principals in 
a respectable business turning over tens of thousands 
a-year. A psalm I learnt in my childhood says 
something about a breath creating and a breath 
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destroying. It seems to me a breath may destroy, 
unless we are frank one with another. Come now, 
Friars — what about those years?" 

" Which years ?" Austin demanded. 

"Those when you Hved in Scott's Yard, and your 
gister-in-law kept house for you." 

There was a pause, and then Austin said, 
. " Why cannot you let the dead past lie ?" 

" Because, to borrow an idea from Mr. Longfellow, 
it may influence the liying present," answered 
Mr. Turner. 

" Do you want the whole story ?" Austin asked. 

" Yes, if you can bring yourself to tell it." And 
thus encouraged, Austin told it as truthfully as he 
knew how. 

He put his own gloss upon the narrative, he 
placed himself where coloured glass threw a soft- 
ening light over his misdeeds; but withal, the 
man who listened, could not help saying at the 
conclusion: 

"So, to put the case in a nutshell, you were an un- 
mitigated villain, Friars." 

VOL. III. I 
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''I was compelled to it. Before Heaven^ 
Turner—" 

" Stuff !" the other interrupted ; " lie upon earth 
if you like, and to other men ; but Heaven and Phil 
Turner have known a few things just a trifle too 
long for you to take either of us in. Up there," and 
Mr. Turner pointed to the evening sky, " I expect 
you are posted, with full descriptions and particu- 
lars; and down here I suppose there is nothing 
to prevent my saying you are not exactly the sort 
of husband I should choose for my daughter, if I 
had one." 

" Granted — ^and what then ?" 

s 

"Boss, even upon your showing, stood her 
friend." 

" And my enemy." 

'* Well, you will admit he could scarcely have been 
friendly with both ; but still he seems to me to have 
acted in a not unfriendly maimer ; and, if you take 
my advice, you will keep in with him. The man 
who was chivalrous enough to run the risk of all the 
world might say and think under such circumstances^ 
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and who has been wise enough to escape scandal, may 
be very useful to us yet." 

" I do not see that we are ever likely to stand in 
need of assistance from him/' answered Austin a 
little sulkily. 

" We stand on such firm ground," said Mr. Turner 
with a sneer. 

"We stand on firm-enough ground. We are 
doing a large and legitimate business, capable of 
almost indefinite extension. If we have not much 
capital ourselves, we know where to go and get it. 
Every one believes we are prospering exceedingly ; 
and so we are. I do not think any two men had 
ever a better chance of making enormous fortunes 
than ourselves." 

" I think so too," agreed Mr. Turner ; " but there 
is one weak point in our armour. Friars." 

" You mean Grahame. He is safe enough." 

"He may be safe enough, but I should like to see 
the last of his name, for all that. Sure as you are 
sitting there, that man will pitch you over some day ; 
not because he is a scoundrel, but because he is a 
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fool. If we had nothing to lose, it would be a 
different matter ; but, situated as we are, we ought to 
strain every nerve to be rid of him." 

" You are right, I daresay," Austin agreed ; " but 
I confess I do not see how that desirable result is to 
be compassed." 

"Nor I, at the moment," answered Mr. Turner; 
and he remained silent for a httle time, and all the 
while Austin was saying to himself, " For my own 
part, I wish I were rid of you. Of the two, I prefer 
Grahame." From which confession of opinion it will 
be seen that Mr. Friars had at length met with hid 
match — with a man who ruled him with a rod of 
iron ; who said inexorably, " You shall, or you shall 
•not;" who was compelling him to be successful 
almost against his own will; and who was really 
the moving power, ttie very soul and spirit of that 
honse in BiUiter Square, the prosperity of wMch 
already excited the curiosity and moved the envy of 
many a Bfamggling City firm. 

" It cannot last," Wiseacres opined, shaking their 
heads oracularly; but, spite of their prophecies, it 
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did last, and still the wonder grew as to where 
Austin got the money needful for carrying on so 
great a business. 

" Only a few years ago," said a good-natured friend 
to Mr. Turner, " he had not a sovereign before him 
in the world; then he made a hit and married 
Monteith's daughter, but got kicked out of the 
Leadenhall Street concern at a moment's notice ; and 
now look at him." 

" Yes," was the quiet answer, " he is doing pretty 
well, I should think — quite as well as in the days 
when he made the connection which is now standing 
him in good stead, and had lots of money, and lived 
in first-rate style, and could afford it too." 

" Did you know him then T 

" I have known him, off and on, for twenty years," 
was the reply. "Good-day." And Mr. Turner 
walked away from the good-natured friend, who was 
none other than Mr. Grahame, leaving that gentle- 
man more mystified concerning Austin Friars than 
ever. 

" I should not mind giving a ten-pound note to 
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know who that fellow Turner really is, and where 
Friars gets his money," he muttered. But, had any 
one told him the exact truth in both matters, he 
would not have believed it — would not have credited 
that the great house in BiUiter Square had actually 
grown out of the mere chance-meeting of two men in 
Lombard Street. 



Ill 



CHAPTEE V. 

MB. TT7BKEB IS ST7BPBISED. 

To go back a little, not twenty years as Mr. Turner 
had stated at random, but fifteen or thereabouts — 
to go back to those palmy days when Mr. Friars, 
getting on weU in the City, Uving in a good house 
at Clapton, riding a showy chesnut hack in the 
Park, was very intimate indeed with his present 
partner — ^intimate I mean after the pleasant fashion 
in which it is possible to be a great deal with a 
friend and yet know nothing really about him. 

There are two sorts of acquaintanceship, sub- 
jective and objective ; the first of which enables a 
man very accurately to gauge all his neighbour's 
faults, whilst the latter only dwells upon his virtues. 
When people talk of a friendship being hollow, they 
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usually mean that objective friendship which pre- 
vails in towns; but still it may be questioned 
whether the person who knows his acquaintances in 
this £ishion would not do quite as much for them as 
the wiser individual who is well aware that Tom is 
not overburdened with principle, and that Madam, 
Tom's wife, only values people for what she can 
get out of them. 

Subjective friendship reigns in the Country, and 
calls her objective sister who rules in Town hollow 
and untrue, if not immoral. Yet the City Madam is 
the more pleasing and least wearying of the two. 
She would not perhaps quite satisfy the eager 
devotedness of youth, but her face seems very fair 
to middle age, which has outlived many romantic 
fancies, and dislikes great demands to be made upon 
affections that can no longer possibly exist. 

After the objective mode, then, Mr. Philip Turner 
and Mr. Austin Friars were great Mends. They 
dined, talked, smoked, and fished together. They 
once did a fortnight on the Continent in each other's 
company ; they were in no way connected in busi- 
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ness, and if they thought about business at all it 
was only so &r as this, that Turner considered Friaxs 
must be a " confoundedly clever fellow," and Friars 
wondered how Turner, so rarely at his office as he 
was, managed nevertheless to make such a lot of 
money up at that httle poking place of his off 
Barbican. Mr. Turner had another place some- 
where in the Midland counties, which he visited 
however even more rarely than he did his town 
warehouse. 

" I do not go m for work," he said to Austm on 
one occasion ; " my sole talent is for administration ;" 
which was a dark utterance then to Mr. Friars, but 
which he often recalled to mind when in Billiter 
Square he discovered the manner of man and 
administrator Mr. Turner really was. 

The days in which Mr. Friars and Mr. Turner's 
intimacy was closed, were those when Anstm's sun 
of prosperity shone very brightly indeed ; when he was 
young and audacious, and good-looking, and — well — 
never quite satisfied, but still less dissatisfied than 
we have ever known him. 
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Those were the days, too, when he first lored 
Torke and purposed marrying her, though many a 
better match offered ; when he firmly believed him- 
self to be Mr. Gollis' son, and felt conyinced that 
gentleman would ultimately acknowledge and make 
him his heir. He had no thought of poverty or 
struggle then, no intention of bringing disgrace to 
Yorke and then abandoning her. It was all bright 
weather, and winter with its hail and snow, its 
biting winds, its cutting frosts, seemed far away as 
death. He had passed through so many troubles 
since that the whole time came back to him only like 
the memory of a pleasant dream — ^like something 
utterly unreal and intangible, when Mr. Turner 
tapped him on the shoulder in Lombard Street, and 
said, just as if they had only parted the daj hefore, 
" Well, Friars, old fellow, and how are you T 

For to their pleasant acquaintanceship there had 
come long before Austm's Mure an abrupt terminar 
tion. One morning, after many a month's absence, 
Mr. Turner entered his friend's oflSce and said, " I 
should like to smoke a cigar with you this evening 
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if yon are not engaged. I am going to leave 
England." 

" For good ?" inquired Austin, in amazement. 

" I hope so ; at least I hope it will not turn out 
for bad. I have sold my business, got rid of my 
house, and can now start clear ; but you are busy 
now, I will tell you all about it to-night." 

In the dusk, sitting out in Austin's garden, Mr. 
Turner recited his story; how when he was very 
young he had made just the one mistake no man can 
ever recall — he had married a woman below himself 
in rank, and morally and intellectually of a hope- 
lessly low type. 

" We had two children," he said ; " one, a boy, died 
in infency ; the other, a girl, lived ; and for her sake, 
so that when she grew up the world should never be 
able to point a finger at her, I endured— ah ! Friars, 
these things don't bear much talking about — what I 
endured I would not tell you if I could. Six months 
ago my daughter died, and then a restraining in- 
fluence was removed from both of us. How we have 
lived since is scarcely to be imagined. All the 
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money I could make would not satisfy my wife's 
extravagance, so I am going away to try to find 
peace at any rate. There is nothing very new or 
interesting in the matter. Thousands have made 
the same mistake, and thousands more will make 
it again. I could not stand going through the 
divorce business, and besides, if I were divorced 
to-morrow she would never let me alone — so I 
have provided for her amply, and intend to go 
away, leaving no clue behind as to my where- 
abouts." 

" But you will come back some day ?" Austin said, 
interrogatively. 

" Never till she is dead," the other replied ; and 
there was such a world of concentrated bitterness in 
his voice that Mr. Friars remarked, involuntarily : 

" I wonder, feeling as you do towards her that — " 
but there he paused. 

" That I did not kiU her," Mr. Turner finished^ 
" That is what I should do if I remained in England ; 
I could not trust myself with her now. She would 
drive me mad. She, has driven me mad, I think. 
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already, or I should not be talking in this insane 
-way to yon." 

And thus, after a little farther talk and a conple 
more cigars, they parted, not to meet again, not even 
to hear anything of or from each other again, until 
one day, when Austin Friars was walking rather dis- 
consolately along Lombard Street, Mr. Turner over- 
took and addressed him as has been stated. 

" Why, where have you come from ?" Mr. Friars 
asked. 

" Three days ago from Warwickshire ; hetore that 
from California." 

" Then I suppose — " Austin began. 

" That I am free — yes — but, as is usual, it comes 
almost too late in the day." 

" Are you going to remain in England ?" 

" I am not certain, it depends — " was the reply. 

" On what ?" Austin inquired. 

" On whether England will let me remain, giving 
me all I require." 

" And that is— " 

" Money. And plenty of it," said Mr. Turner. 
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^^ I like England and ciyilisation well enongh^ but I 
should not care to spend the remainder of my life 
here on the interest of the money I have been able 
to bring home. I am doing nothing at present ; I 
am looking about me." 

They had got into King William Street by this 
time. ^'Gome and have some luncheon/' Austin 
suggested ; and, nothing loth, Mr. Turner accepted 
the invitation. 

" We will go to the Bay Tree," said Mr. Friars, 
and to the Bay Tree accordingly they went, where, 
over a bottle of Madeira, the friends exchanged such 
confidences as each considered necessary, and agreed 
to meet again on the following evening to "talk 
things over," which was a sort of tacit admission that 
the idea of uniting their forces had occurred to both. 

And there were many reasons why it was natural 
such an idea should occur to them. 

In the old days each knew the other as a pros- 
perous man. When they met once more, if neither 
was so prosperous as formerly, at least both were 
prosperous comparatively. Each after a &shion 
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had been unfortunate, and yet each had kept his 
head above water. Mr. Friars' dress was no less 

* 

unexceptionable than in the old days at Clapton; 
Mr. Turner had brought six thousand pounds safely 
home : the one had married into a good City family, 
and if he and his father-in-law could not stable their 
horses together, why Mr. Turner knew that the old 
and the young generation seldom were able to 
accomplish that fact. 

His acquaintance with Mr. Friars had been when 
that gentleman, just started in commercial life, was 
successful beyond what falls to the lot of most ; and 
he was ignorant of that awful time of poverty, of 
lying, of scarcely honest shifts, of discontent, of 
commercial cheese-paring, that had left Austin what 
we met him in the second chapter of this story. 

Further, possibly, had Mr. Turner known he 
might not have greatly minded. It requires a long 
apprenticeship to the study of human nature for 
men to understand how surely and steadily some 
persons deteriorate in the atmosphere of misfortune ; 
how the trader, fair enough and honest enough at 
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one period of his career, may yet come to look upon 
" all things as fair in conmierce," to say "there is no 
use in being squeamish," to regard the whole thing 
as a fight where success may be legitimately com- 
passed as much by sleight of hand as by power of 
talent or strength of will. 

And herein is the real danger of business ; herein, 
I take it, may be found the cause of that instinctive 
distaste for trade of any kind which those whose 
position enables them to stand aside and watch, 
mere spectators of the game, feel for those engaged 
in commercial pursuits. While the sun shines and 
the breeze is favourable the craft may sail fairly 
enough, but when once storms rage and tempests 
howl, and it becomes a question as to what portion 
of the ballast shall be flung over, we are compelled 
to acknowledge that the things which are done in 
terror and in secret will scarcely bear the light of day. 
Of necessity, of course, this need not be the case, but 
practically we find it the fact ; and if business people 
turn round and say " These men and these women who 
criticise our actions would be no better if they stood 
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in our shoes," then they only acknowledge the truth of 
what more fortunate persons say, that a business life is 
one which exposes those engaged in it to temptations 
greater than humanity can withstand, and that happy 
are they, yea mightily to be envied, who can calculate 
their incomings and their outgoings to a halfpenny, 
and meet their engagements without help from man, 
or a twinging consciousness that every hour in the day 
they are infringing some clearly defined law of God. 
Up to a certain point Mr. Philip Turner was one 
of those men who do not think it possible to combiue 
success and " being too particular." Certainly in the 
course of his commercial career he had not fallen into 
the latter error, and yet no man could have said tbat 
lie had ever wronged him of a penny — ever taken a 
dishonourable advantage. Had he been unfortunate — 
gone into the Bankruptcy Court — he would have 
been complimented by the Commissioners and paid 
a fair dividend. Nevertheless, as I have remarked, 
up to a given point Mr. Turner was not particular. 
Credit he regarded as Archimedes looked upon 
his screw. Like Archimedes, he required a pivot 

VOL. III. K 
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to work it firom; unlike that typical individual, 
he found it. 

During the whole of his business life Mr. Turner 
had been looking out for " some one to work with ;" 
not that yague capitalist whose advent we see 
desired in the partnership column in the Times, 
but some one to work mth.—not in partnership. 

'•' I owe my success in life," said a prosperous man 
to Mr. Turner on one occasion, " to three or four of 
us working together." 

" What do you mean ?" asked Mr. Turner. " Bills ?' 

" No, not bills, but simply this. We had a certain 
amount of capital — insuflScient, of course — but still 
each a certain amount. Taking it as a rule, we 
never wanted money all together on the same day. 
Supposing, for instance, Tom .was hard up, Dick, 
Harry, and I, clubbed what we could spare and 
helped him: supposing I had a big bill to meet, 
Tom, Harry, and Dick, helped me. We have all 
been successful, and the secret of our success was 
this : We never asked our hankers for a halfpenny- 
worth of discount heyond ov/r legitimate trade liUs. 
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We always, thanks to one another, kept a balance, 
and we never told our wives a single thing about 
business matters.'' 

Which sentence Mr. Turner pondered over till 
he arrived at the conclusion that if business men 
could only be of one mind they might turn the 
world. The difficulty being to find a mind answering 
to his ; a pair of souls which should be as those of 
Jonathan and David — an unfortunate simile, since 
certainly, with aU their unanimity, Jonathan did not 
fere so weU as his friend. 

Full of this vague idea Mr. Turner had returned 
to England ; only his notion was, instead of equals 
to use subordinates ; in Ueu of actual capital to sub- 
stitute credit; beyond all things to employ that 
amount of capital which is always, except in despe- 
rately a^yerse times, lying idle in banks. 

Now, so fex as he meant to do a legitimate and 
not a risky trade was concerned, Mr. Turner must 
be considered honest. So far as the machinery he 
intended to put in motion, the least said perhaps 
the better. In common with most commercial men 
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Mr. Turner had an idea that banks were fair game. 
Given the opportunity to use them, he purposed 
doing so. There was a " Comer House " in those 
days, but Mr. Turner did not aspire to be free of that. 
Nevertheless, in common with many astute persons, 
he entertained an idea that, face to {ace with bankers, 
it is not the honest struggling trader who fares best 
with those who "sit enshrined," but rather the 
brazen-faced adventurer, who swaggers and bullies 
and gives himself airs, and then finishes by letting 
in the bank to a tune loud, if not sweet, while he 
is rusticating on the Continent. 

Show me the man who has a sound conscience in 
this matter, and in return I will show you the Dodo 
or the Mastodon in the flesh. But then, indeed, it 
might be equally difficult to produce the commercial 
individual who has in any way been always careful 
not to stretch out his arm farther than he could draw 
it back, and to adventure no more than he could 
fairly afford to lose. 

"Given that a person should do all this," Mr. 
Turner said, subsequently, when conversing with 
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Lnke Eoss^ "he might as well go out of trade at 
once, since trade in its very nature is speculative, and 
of necessity risky." Which is no doubt true to a 
certain point ; only Mr. Turner could scarcely have 
proved the necessity in his own case, since, as has 
been said, he was not too particular. 

If he were not too particular, however, he was not 
dishonest. He had no intention of " letting in any 
one ;" he merely meant to use other people as he felt 
satisfied other people would use him. He wanted to 
get rich. It was gall and wormwood to a nature 
like his to reflect what a complete shipwreck— social, 
commercial, domestic — he had made of the best part 
of his life. He owned a small property in Warwick- 
shire, that had come to him from a distant relative 
since Austin made his acquaintance ; and it was the 
great desire of his soul to make money enough to 
retire to that estate, and spend the rest of his days 
as an idle country gentleman. Each individual has 
his especial fancy — his day-dream, his vision of 
happiness and content ; and Mr. Turner's chanced to 
be that of walking about under the shade of his own 
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trees, along the alleys of his own garden, with never 
a thing to trouhle him, and with ample means to liye 
in good style and keep the place np as he should 
like to see it. 

Many and interesting were the conversations 
which ensued between the friends as to the best 
mode of compassing wealth, concerning the greatest 
advantage to which they could turn their mutual 
capital. 

" By the time I have paid off all my liabilities," 
Austin explained, ''I shall not have much left. 
While I was with Monteith, everything I touched 
proved a loss. Never had any poor devil such a run 
of luck against him." 

" That was because you speculated," answered Mr. 
Turner. " Except it be his business, no man ought 
to speculate; and if he be a speculator, he ought to 
have no other business." 

" But all business is speculation," Austin suggested. 

"More or less, certainly; and I prefer the less. 
At all events, if we go into this matter together, 
you must not speculate. If you do not agree 
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to this, I shall carry myself and my money else- 
Vrhere." 

" 0, I have had enough of speculating," Austin 

» 

replied. " Besides, if your plan succeed we ought to 
do well. We should at least command discounts to 
the amount of fifty thousand, and then — " 

'* Hold our tongues about it," finished Mr. Turner 
a little sharply. 

Indeed there was a sharpness and decision about 
eyerything that gentleman said which, even before 
they*commenced business in Billiter Square, deter- 
mined Austin to be '* rid of him " so soon as he could 
feel his feet. But they had not been long together, 
before Mr. Friars discovered his friend was more 
than a match for him, and that he would have to be 
very clever indeed in order to steal a march on Mr. 
Turner, whose talent for administration showed 
itself in a remarkable tenacity of grasp concerning 
money matters. Had he wished to go wrong — ^which 
he very soon did — Austin could scarcely have com- 
passed his desires: he was fenced-in at all turns. 
He sometimes felt like a lunatic, who, though 
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apparently left to his own devices, and permitted to 
wander through charmingly laid-out grounds osten- 
sibly at his own sweet will, knows nevertheless for a 
certainty that there are walls between him and the 
outside world which he cannot scale, doors he cannot 
open, keepers he cannot elude. 

They had not been together a month, before Mr. 
Turner discovered there was something not sound 
about Mr. Friars, and by the expiration of six months 
he knew perfectly well what that something was. 
But it did not greatly matter to Mr. Turner : a man 
over-squeamish or over-nice would have answered his 
purpose worse even than Austin^ To be sure it was 
a bore having continually to act the part of a detec- 
tive; but then it would have been still more dis- 
agreeable to find Mr. Friars established in the office 
as a sort of lay preacher, denouncing every commer- 
cial expedient proposed by his friend as immoral, 
and trying to establish an analogy between the clean 
state of their banking accounts and the keeping of 
the Ten Commandments. Altogether, Austin suited 
him well enough ; that is, he would have suited him 
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well enough but for those foregone liabilities, the 
extent of which Mr. Friars had never really reyealed, 
and which kept cropping up one after another — 
sometimes in a whole tuft together — to Mr. Turner's 
chagrin and disgust. 

*' Hang it, Friars," he said on one occasion ; " why- 
can you not either pay these things off out of your 
share of the profits, or else make a clean breast, and 
let us see what can be done about them ? We are 
doing well enough to satisfy any one ; but I tell you 
frankly, I am uneasy about those old debts." 

" Well, I made no secret concerning their exis- 
tence," was the reply. 

" Pardon me, but you did as to their extent ; and 
I believe now you could not, if you would, inform 
me on the point. I do not think you know yourself 
how much you owe, or to whom you owe it." 

" You seem to entertain a high opinion of my 
business powers," Austin observed. 

** I entertain no opinion at all of your ability to 
look the worst in the &ce," Mr. Turner retorted. 

" So long as I do not trouble you with my debts, I 
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cannot understand why you should interest yourself 
about them," said Mr. Friars. 

" Yes, but, my dear fellow, you do trouble me ; 
that is just what I complain of." 

" 0, you think so, do you ?" was the reply ; and 
then Austin, remembering the daily worries he had 
about these debts, began to wonder what Mr. 
Turner would feel if he could only peep into his 
heart for a moment and read aU the anxieties it 
contained. Eight well Mr. Austin Friars knew the 
whole of their united capital would not have put 
him straight. Altogether he had been frightfully 
unlucky in his ventures (he put the matter in 
stronger language, substituting a different word for 
" frightfully ") ; and what with interest, and com- 
mission, and discount, and renewals, the man, spite 
of the fine business he was doing, felt wretched. 

"If I were only free of Turner, I could rid 
myself of these old burdens," he considered ; while 
all the time Mr. Turner was thinking, '* K Friars 
would only make a clean breast of it, and let us 
devise some plan by which he could free himself 
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from all those people !" Which was very well for 
Mr. Turner to think, and at times to say ; but then 
a man who has spent years and years of his life in 
making half-confidences, and putting &,lse glosses on 
his circumstances and his actions, can no more at 
the eleventh hour turn suddenly frank and straight- 
forward than a leopard can change his spots or an 
Ethiop his skin. 

Nevertheless, a day came when Mr. Turner had 
to be partially enlightened — a day when Austin, 
finding himself thoroughly "cornered," could do 
nothing but state his difficulty to the only man 
capable of helping him; unless, indeed, he had 
chosen to help himself, which (honestly) was a 
thing quite out of Mr. Friars' line. 

Now this difficulty arose from a sudden freak of 
caution on the part of that Mr. Grahame to whom 
in the previous chapter Mr. Turner casually alluded. 
For years there had been between him and Austin 
certain paper transactions — transactions which, com- 
mencing over an unlucky purchase of shares, were 
continued for the mutual accommodation of both, 
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with the understanding that the amounts then under 
discount should be reduced whenever either saw his 
way to doing so. 

With the nature and the extent of these trans- 
actions, Mr. Turner was, to a moderate degree, 
acquainted — that is to say, he knew acceptances 
were given and some kites flown ; but as he was 
not greatly troubled about the matter, he did not — 
beyond the fact that he disliked Mr. Grahame — feel 
much uneasiness on the subject. 

He knew that the moment Mr. Grahame could 
do without Austin, he would fling that useful tool 
over; and as the former was doing a very good 
business, he foresaw that some day, when Mr. Friars 
was least prepared for the blow, it would be dealt. 

Vaguely Auatin had begun to feel this himself; 
and therefore, though greatly chagrined, he was 
not much surprised when one day he received a note 
from Grahame stating, as he was prepared to take 
up half of his own acceptances when they fell due, he 
must decline renewing those bills for which Mr. 
Friars had to provide, excepting to a like amount. 
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All of which at that moment was to Austin Friars 
as though, when he was travelliDg with his entire 
worldly wealth in his left-hand breast-pocket, some 
one had stopped him, pistol in hand and mask on 
face, and said, " Stand, and deUver !" 

His . Sim of prosperity was in the ascendant 
then, but he knew very well it would not take 
much of a cloud to blot it out altogether; and 
he >was consequently sitting ruminating over the 
matter in an utterly disconsolate frame of mind, 
when the door of his oflBice opened, and Mr. Turner 
appeared. 

"Good-morning, Friars," he said; then, before 
Mr. Friars could answer, his quick eye had caught 
sight of a book over which Austin had stretched out 
his arms, while with hands clasped together he sat 
pondering ways and means, chances and possibilities- 
" Why, that is the book," Mr. Turner went on, " I 
have been wanting for so long to get out of your 
library. Do let me have a look at it ; the reading 
in it, I am sure, would be most interesting, and to 
me instructive." 
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" Not now," Austin replied, lifting the book and 
locking it away in a private drawer ; " but look here. 
Turner, if I stay in my present mind, you shall read 
every line written in that book this day six months, 
if you wish to do so." 

" No time like time present," was the reply. 

" Perhaps not ; but I am in trouble now. I do 
not see my way at all." 

" Then it must be some way on which you 
elected to travel without my guidance," Mr. Turner 
answered. 

" I had not the inestimable advantage of your 
advice when I first became acquainted with Mr. 
Grahame," Austin replied. 

" Then it is Grahame ! Well, I knew it must 
come some time; what is it now?" and Mr. Turner 
pulled up a chair to the table, and looked anxiously 
at Austin, who said, 

" He won't renew !" 

"Won't he? why not?" 

Conversation is usually laconic where money 
interests are at stake. When a man banks with 
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Cupid, for instance, a great deal of talk usually 
takes place about deposits of affections and dis- 
honoured drafts of loye ; but when one selects the 
great estabhshment of Mammon & Co. for his own, 
then speech becomes silyer, and silence gold : and a 
single word is made to do duty, not for ten, but a 
hundred. 

" He is prepared to take up half his own." 
" 0, then he wants you to renew the other half?" 
"Tes ; and he generously offers to renew the half 
of mine." 

" Just let me understand the matter a little more 
clearly," said Mr. Turner. " Do you mean that he 
really intends to take up half of his biUs as they fall 
due ?" 

" So he says." 

" Well, that will be a capital good thing for us." 
" I do not see it," was the reply. 
" Why, look at the amount that eyen I hold of 
his paper." 

" Yes ; but he is not hable for all that." 
" In what way not liable ?" 
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" Why, you know, it was a mutual transaction." 
" I understand that, but still I fidl quite to follow 

you. 

"It is clear enough, I should have thought," 
replied Austin. " He meets part, and I part." 

" Do you mean that you were to meet part of his 
acceptances ?" 

" Precisely ; he holds a memorandum from me to 
that effect." 

" And he is to meet part of yours ?" 

" He has none of mine." 

" Then you have been getting all the discounts 
done for him ?'* 

" Latterly I have ; he said he did not like taking 
so many of my bills to his bankers'. He wanted to 
keep himself straight there, so as to have no 
difficulty about his trade-paper." 

" And I suppose he thought no one else might 
wish to do the same thing ?" 

" I do not know ; at any rate, he said he could 
not get my acceptances discounted, and the bills had 
to be met somehow." 
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" And now he refuses to renew, while you wish 
him to do so ?" 

" Tes, refuses point-blank. I have told him the 
importance it is to me at present not to withdraw 
any money from my business ; but he says it is high 
time these things were cleared off, and that as he is 
prepared to do his share, I must do mine." 

" It is immensely considerate of him." 

" It is just what I might have expected from a 
mean sneak. The moment he even sees firm ground, 
he tries to kick over the ladder that helped him to 
safety." 

** Should you object to my seeing Mr. Grahame 
about this matter ?" 

" I should be immensely obliged if you would." 

"Very well; just tell me, then, how much is 
yours, and how much his, and I will try to come to 
some arrangement with him." 

Whereupon Austin, driven for once into frank- 
ness by the knowledge that Mr. Grahame would 
certainly tell everything if he did not, gave Mr. 
Turner a list of particulars, which made that 

VOL. III. L 



138 AUSTIN FKIARS. 

gentleman feel mightily uncomfortable, thongh he 
neyer made a remark excepting, " I will go and see 
what I can do ;" and forthwith he pnt on his hat 
and walked oflf to Eood Lane, where he met the 
person he wanted to see just leaving his office as he 
reached it. 

"Give me fiye minutes, Mr. Grahame, please," 
said Mr. Turner ; " I will not detain you longer." 

And thus assured, Mr. Grahame led the way 
into his private room, and closed the door. 

" I have called from Friars about those bills ; he 
wants them renewed." 

" I told him I would renew one-half, and that is 
all I will do," was the reply. " It is high time the 
hability was reduced." 

" I quite agree with you, since you are in a posi- 
tion to pay a portion. So far the liability can be 
reduced ; but it is not convenient to Mr. Friars to 
pay any part at present, and therefore it will be 
necessary for you to do what he asks." 

" It is not at all necessary ; I am not going to be 
dictated to by him or anybody else." 
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" Very well ; then you ca-n please yourself." 
"Of course, I intend to do so; and he shall 
provide for his share." 

" 0, excuse me, that is quite a horse of another 
colour." 

" Not at all ; he must do so." 
" There is no must in the matter ; and I say he 
shall not provide for any portion of those bills at 
present. He has accommodated you ; now you shall 
accommodate him." 

" If he choose to damage his credit — ^" 
" Pardon me ; it is your credit that will suffer. 
It is your acceptances that will be dishonoured. 
It is to you that the persons who discounted those 
bills will look for payment." 

" But I hold Mr. Friars' memorandum — " 
" I don't care if you hold a hundred memoranda. 
The people who have those bills will proceed against 
you; they will recognise no private arrangement 
of that nature. Tou have been clever in this 
affair, Mr. Grahame, in throwing aU the trouble 
on Friars; and now I intend he shall have a 
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little advantage in the matter: you shall take up 
your half, as proposed, and renew the whole of 
those for which he is liable. When they come due 
again, he will most probably be prepared to provide 
for them." 

" I will see him, and you — " 

** No, you won't," interrupted Mr. Turner ; " you 
will drop him a note this afternoon, saying that on 
reflection you agree to the course his friend sug- 
gested ; and that you are very happy to be able to 
oblige him." 

" I will tell you what I am much more likely to 
do," retorted Mr. Grahame ; " and that is, stop you 
both." 

" Kindly repeat the last part of that sentence," 
requested Mr. Turner. 

"I never felt more inclined in my life to do 
anything than to write to each of your bankers and 
explain to them your little game." 

"Mr. Grahame," replied Mr. Turner, "you are 
at perfect liberty to publish in the Times any- 
thing you know about me and my concerns; only 
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remember this, if you meddle in affairs that in no 
way affect you, within one month your name shall 
be in the Gazette. You have shown your teeth 
a few days too soon ; and you have not now to deal 
with a weak, chattering fool like Austin Friars, but 
with a man who is both wiUing and able to draw 
them." 
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CHAPTEE VI. 



LEFT TO HIMSELF. 



Mr. Turner walked out into Eood Lane furious. 
Had he not been so indeed lie would scarcely haye 
allowed Mr. Grahame to see how much his words 
affected him ; and as he strode along the City streets 
he mentally anathematised Austin Friars' loose 
tongue, and the short-sighted folly which led him 
to establish such close commercial relations with 
a man who, " God knows," finished Mr. Turner, 
speaking to himself, " ought to be in the Asylum 
for Idiots, rather than at large risking his own and 
other people's credit and money." 

Had he found out that Austin was merely a rogue, 
Mr. Turner could have condoned that sin ; because 
a sensible rogue can, as a rule, be made to see on 
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which side his bread is buttered, and kept from 
quarrelling with that refreshment ; but to be quite 
assured he was a fool as well proved a trial too great 
for his equanimity ; and feeling if he sought Austin 
then they must inevitably quarrel, he posted a 
note to that gentleman stating he had no doubt 
Grahame would renew, and went straight oflF to 
Greenwich, where he spent a couple of hours wan- 
dering about the park — thinking. 

When he had finished that performance, he 
repaired to the Trafalgar, ordered something to eat, 
took train back to London, went to his lodgings, 
wrote another note to Austin, and started by a late 
express to Warwickshire, where he remained for 
nearly a week, spite of urgent letters from Mr. 
Friars entreating his return. 

Akeady Mr. Turner was preparing for cutting 
himself adrift from the hero — Heaven save the 
mark ! — of this utterly prosaic tale, and he did not 
care for letters or anything else while engaged in 
effecting that purpose. 

Happy is he who can read the signs of the times. 
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eyen although those times may have no comiection 
with the millennium ; and Mr. Turner had quite 
brains enough to perceive the sort of craft in which 
he was embarked, and to know that if he did not 
make some eflTort to assume more surely the com- 
mand of his own safety, Austin would ultimately 
land him not merely in the Bankruptcy Court, but 
make his rescue from thence problematical in the 
extreme. 

Taking life round, as a rule, I believe the reasons 
of non-success may be found in one of four causes, 
or in all of three combined — that is to say, a man 
fails because he is naturally dishonest, because he 
is a liar, because he is lazy, or because he is too 
easy — letting himself be preyed on by those who 
regard every human being who is generous and good- 
natured as mere carrion, something to be lived upon, 
and deserted when they have served their turn. 
Occasionally, the ultimately non-successful man is 
a liar, and a cheat, and an idle, self-indulgent scamp, 
all in one, but this combination is so rare, that it is 
incapable of generalisation, and would not have 
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been mentioned here but that Austin Friars very 
nearly combined the three in his own person ; only, 
had any told him he was either false, or dishonest, 
or indolent, he would have repelled the charge with 
indignation. He did not know himself, and in that 
respect no one can consider the man singular, since, 
when the long account comes to be settled up, each 
amongst us will be amazed at the length and great- 
ness of the accounts debited against the poor credit 
placed on the other side. 

" Ye did this, and ye did not the other," is the 
daily entry in the eternal record. And if we reply, 
" Yea, Lord ; but we did not some other deed 
whereby we should have been violating Thy express 
command ;" the answer will come, " True, but though 
ye may not have stolen, or killed, or committed 
adultery, ye have borne false witness, ye have not 
honoured your father and mother, ye have forgotten 
in your heart my sabbaths, ye have coveted, ye 
have worshipped idols of the world's making, and 
ye are not my people, and I will not be your 
God." 
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Austin Friars did not know himself, any more than 
you, friend, or I, can be said to do so. 

In the great day will that ignorance, I wonder, 
stand us in good stead ? or, will He who is to sit on 
the great white throne say, " Ye had ample oppor- 
tunity, and if ye were bhnd, it was because ye wil- 
fully closed your eyes ;" and so cast us into outer 
darkness, where knowledge and understanding wiU 
come, like the knowledge and the understanding we 
acquire on earth, " too late " ? 

There came a day when these problems troubled 
Austin Friars ; but that day had not yet dawned on 
the evening when Mr. Turner, dimly " seeing his way," 
returned to London, and went by special request to 
Billiter Square, where Mr. Friars greeted him with : 

** Grahame renewed, as you said he would, but was 
very disagreeable." 

"That, of course, and threatened to go to my 
bankers." 

" Did he ? that was singular — " 

" Not at all ; a man, when wishing to stab, 
generally aims at the most vulnerable part." 
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" How did he know it was our vulnerable point ?" 
" From you, I presume. Certainly not from 



me. 



" Certainly not from me." 

'* That is curious." 

" But true," Austin said sharply. 

"Curious things are often true," remarked Mr, 
Turner, philosophically. 

"There are those acceptances coming due next 
week," Austin said, desirous, perhaps, to change 
the subject. 

" They will have to be taken up." 

"What?" asked Mr. Friars, with an emphasis 
beyond the power of type to express. 

" They will have to be taken up." 

" Why ?" And the tone, if milder, was not less 
urgent. 

" Because I could do with a scoundrel or a fool, 
but I cannot do with both, and I am determined 
to have finished with you." 

*' But you can't," Austin answered. 

"We shall see," was the reply. "Look here 
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Friars ; I went into this matter with you in perfect 
good faith. The business ball was at our feet. I, 
at all events, was perfectly unencumbered ; and what 
do I find ? — that you are in debt in every direction ; 
that no man, who has ever had close business 
transactions with you, would care to repeat the 
eixperiment ; that, beyond all things, even wUh me 
you have tried to double ; that you have been fialse. 
You could not keep counsel when talking to 
Grahame; you must needs go and blab out the 
very things I wanted kept close ; you must place 
me in the power of a creature like him ; you have 
compelled me to raise money at a disadvantage; 
therefore, for each and all these reasons, Mr. Friars, 
I say I will not renew another bill for you, and that 
if you like to go into the Gazette^ I shall oppose 
your discharge to the uttermost of my power, and 
explain why I wash my hands of you, and why, for 
my own safety's sake, I refuse to venture another 
sixpence in this concern." 

** Which was one of your own building,'^ Austin 
said, bitterly. 
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** Yes ; but I employed incompetent masons for 
the work," Mr. Turner replied. 

" What if I swore to you I never told Grahame 
anything about our affairs ?" 

" I should not credit you if you kissed the Old 
Testament or the New; if you affirmed, like a 
Quaker, or swore by the beard of the Prophet ; if 
you invoked all the gods of the ancients, or 
bet a thousand to one on the issue, my belief 
would remain the same, and on that belief I should 
act." 

" Then all is over between us." 

"You have put the case in a nutshell. I can 
have no commercial transactions with a man who 
disregards the first rules of commercial prudence." 

" And supposing, like Grahame, I threaten to go 
to your bankers ?" 

" You would go too late. I have been with them 
already." 

" And supposing I say those acceptances must be 
renewed?" 

" You would be talking folly ; save through wj 
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instrumentality they cannot, and with it they never 
shaU be." 

Then Austin broke out. 

Accursed was the day, he said, when first he met 
Mr. Turner; more unfortunate still that when he 
consented to go shares with him. All the work had 
fallen on his (Austin's) shoulders ; all the profit had 
gone into the pockets of a man little better than a 
Jew, who made something out of him at every turn — 
who, with discount, commission, and interest, and 
Heaven knows what besides, had swept away every 
farthing to which he (Austin Friars once again) was 
justly entitled. 

"Alone," Austin finished, **I could have done 
three times the business ; hampered by you, advance 
has been impossible." 

" All right, then," observed Mr. Turner ; " do as 
much business, and advance as far as you like, 
now." 

" Yes, it is easy for you to say ; but not for me to 
do, with those confounded acceptances coming due 
every ten minutes in the day." 
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'* They merely represent borrowed capital, my 
friend," answered Mr. Turner. 

" Which you ask me to take out of my business at 
a week's notice." 

" But you stated just now you could have done 
without the capital and me." 

" I could have done without your capital ; there 
was plenty of money to be had elsewhere." 

*' Well, it is not too late : get it now." 

" I cannot get it ; and you know it, and you want 
to ruin me." 

" No," was the reply ; *' it is you who have tried 
your best to ruin me and yourself too, and now you 
are angry when I teU jox> I wiU not be ruined by 
you. For two years I have workied heart and soul 
in this business, and I should have worked twenty 
years more, if needful, had I found you straightfor- 
ward and even ordinarily prudent. Had you been 
unfortunate, had you made heavy losses — ay, even 
if, in the ordinary course of business, you had com- 
pletely failed — I should have said nothing in the 
way of complaint, for I took my chance of these 
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things, as well as my chance of success ; but when 
I find you systematically trying to deceive me with 
regard to your own position — when I hear that you 
could not keep silence about my aflfairs, but must 
needs go and publish even to a man like Grahame 
everything I most wished to keep secret — then I 
determine to risk no more with you, and to close our 
business transactions at once. I have long known 
it would have to come to this some day ; but it is 
your own fault it has come this day." 

" You want to ruin me," Austin repeated ; " that 
is the plain English of the whole matter." 

"I wish no such thing," was the reply. "With 
even ordinary prudence you could manage to meet 
all your engagements." 

" It is false !" Austin exclaimed. " You know 
quite well if that capital be withdrawn, I must stop 
payment." 

" I know nothing of the kind ; and to prove that 
I know nothing of the sort, I am quite willing to 
take the business off your hands,, and pay you hand- 
somely for your share of it." 
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" That is what you have been driving at, then !" 
retorted Austin. "Now listen to me, Mr. Philip 
Turner : sooner than that you should step into my 
shoes here, I would pay oflf every one of my old 
creditors, drain the concern as dry as I could, and 
then go through the Court." 

" If it would afford you any pleasure to adopt such 
a course, I have no doubt you will do so," said Mr. 
Turner. 

" I shall if I like, and that without asking your 
permission, you may depend upon it." 

" Then I can only hope you will have all pros- 
perity by the way, and wish you good-morning." 

In answer to which civil speech, Austin, too 
angry to reply, looked tmutterable things at Mr. 
Turner, who took his hat and left the room, closing 
the door behind him gently. 

At that moment, when the door closed, came the 
revulsion. As a woman sometimes feels that she 
has senselessly quarrelled with the only man on 
earth she really cares for, and that, if she cannot 
bring him back, all happiness is over ; even so Austin 

VOL. ni. M 
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Friaxs realised to himself that with Turner his best 
chances of success were gone; that, spite of his 
firmness, his strong will, and his determination to 
carry things with a high hand, he had really been 
the stanchest and ablest friend he ever met. 

With him prosperity and fortune seemed walking 
away likewise, and yielding to a sudden impulse, 
Austin sprang from his seat, and rushing out on to 
the broad landing, called down the old-fashioned 
staircase after the retreating figure, " Turner !" 

Hearing this, Mr. Turner came back. He was 
not hard or unreasonable, after all. Had Austin 
said he regretted his indiscreet confidence, had he 
confessed his want of straightforward honesty, had 
he stated his intention of acting for the future with 
prudence and frankness, the breach might still have 
been closed; but there was just that in Austin 
Friars' nature which has marred the prospects of 
many a better man — he could neither believe nor 
confess himself in the wrong ; whatsoever he did was 
right in his own eyes. And accordingly, when Mr. 
Turner, coming back a few steps, asked, *' What is 
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it T Austin answered, " It does not matter ;" and so 
threw another chance from him. 

Well enough Mr. Turner understood the position, 
but it was not for him to make the advance — indeed, 
had he done so, his hold over the game would have 
been loosened for ever ; and he went out into Billiter 
Square, and Austin returned to his office, each with 
interests separate from the other, each saying to 
himself, " What next ?" 

As for Austin, however, determined that Turner 
should not beat him, he set— almost for the first time 
in his Ufe— fiercely, doggedly to work. He had a 
great deal to lose, and the knowledge of the height 
from which, if he be so unfortunate as to faU, he must 
M, necessarily makes a man's hold of his fortunes 
tenacious in the extreme. There were his house at 
Highgate, his carriages, his horses, his social stand- 
ing, his fine buisiness, all at stake. More than that, 
there was Mr. Turner waiting to step into his 

shoes. *' And he shall not, by !" swore Austin 

with a great oath, which the Almighty refused to 
register. 
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Neyertheless time went by, and still Anstin held 
to that resolution, and to another previously recorded 
— viz. that of abstaining firom speculation. 

He was doing well in his legitimate trade, and he 
had sense enongh left to refrain from jeopardising 
his grand certainties for the sake of a contingent 
uncertainty. Experience had taught him something. 
In the depths of poverty he learnt how exceeding 
bitter a cup adversity is to drain ;* in comparative 
prosperity he had risked his prospecte in order to 
make haste to be rich and his own master. Now he 
was rich, and his own master— no thanks to himself 
perhaps, but still he was so ; and he had arrived at 
that age when prosperity teaches prudence — an 
alhterative remark, but true nevertheless. Where- 
fore Austin Friars put his shoulder to the wheel, and 
worked. 

Acceptance after acceptance ran off. How they 
were met the man could scarcely have told himself, 
only the feat was accomplished somehow. One after 
another the bills he had indorsed were legitimately 
met ; and still the house in Billiter Square held up 
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its head ; and City folks marvelled, and Mr. Turner 
wondered, " Whom has he got hold of now ?" 

But Austin had got hold of no one save himself; 
and how much a man can do in his own behalf no 
man knows till he has tried the experiment. 

Nevertheless, a day came when, bills crying aloud 
for food, there was not the wherewithal to give them 
meat; when bankers could do no more; when 
money was not to be had; when friends came 
borrowing themselves; and when the morning's 
letters — 0, heavens! who in business has not 
gone through, it? — brought nothing — not even 
the expected remittances. That day came, I say, 
to Austin Friars. It had been coming for some 
time past ; and he had not the remotest idea of how 
to face it. 

He went here and he went there. If other than 
City eyes read this, they can only vaguely picture 
the misery and the anguish ; for, behold, the man 
had much to lose; it was not a game of toss 
up with him then; his new character, his high 
position, the way in which he had fought &te 
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and baffled circmnstances— these things were in 
the balance ; and yet all at once he found himself 

suddenly at fault. 

In his despair he tried Luke Eoss ; but he was 
absent. Then he went to Mr. Grrahame. 

** Lend me five hundred," he said, " till Thursday." 

" Haven't fifty," was the reply. 

" Lend me your name, then." 

"Have got a fresh backer, who won't let me. 
Promised him I would not." 

" That is a lie," considered Austin Friars. But in 
commercial as in social iuterconrse, there is not a 
more difficult fence to leap than a falsehood ; where- 
fore, though he knew the plea to be untruthful, he 
felt forced to take it, and went back to his office 
beaten. 

Yet not quite beaten. 

A few days afterwards Mr. Grahame met him. 

" How did you get through the other day ?" that 
gentleman inquired. 

" What day ? Oh, when I was short. I pulled 
through." 
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" Did you, though ? Confoundedly hard work it 
must have been." 

" Yes ; I have felt ever since as though I had been 
through those regions popukrly supposed to be 
hotter than any we are acquainted with on earth." 

*' Money has been very tight, has it not?" 

" So every one says." 

" You are looking very well." 

"Then you think the climate has agreed with 
me ?" Austin suggested. 

" Climate ? — what climate ?" 

*' That below, where I have been." 

"Ha, ha! you always make a jest of everything. 
Friars. Very good. By-bye." 

"Yes," grumbled Mr. Austin Friars to himself; 
" so crackle your thorns under the pot, my friend. 
* Very good. By-bye.' And suppose one said — as 
one might say-I am tired of aU this infernal worry, 
and will just put a shp-knot on a noose, and end it, 
you would remark all the same, * A capital joke ;' 
and hurry off before the time and the man came to 
cut the rope and call in the neighbours, and lay a 
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dead man stiff and stark on his back awaiting a 
coroner's inquest" 

At which picture, mentally conjured up, Austin 
shuddered. It was a trifle too real, a shade too near 
the possible in a life like his, to be viewed with 
satisfaction. 

Since, granting a man must be insane to seek that 
last resource of baited and despairing humanity, such 
insanity is preceded by a period when all hell's 
hounds seem to be loose and following him ; when 
reason is still so utterly mistress of the field that she 
can feel their breath scorching her ; when, in horror 
at the known certain, she seeks the unknown un- 
certain, and goes in her extremity to meet that Gt)d 
whose countenance cannot, to her thinking, be worse 
than the face man has worn to her for many and 
many a weary day. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

. luee's message. 

All this time, far away from those haunts where 
the most eventful years of her life had been spen1>— 
far away from buying and seUing, from aU harass 
about money matters, from all anxiety for the 
morrow, from all uneasiness as to what the post 
might bring or the day produce, Yorke Forde was 
" living it down." 

If you ask what, I should find it difficult to ex- 
plain ; but just that nameless something which had 
grown over and obscured her fair reputation, as the 
convolvulus trails over some goodly plant, utterly 
concealing it at length amongst leaves and stalks 
and tendrils. 
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Where the root struck ground, no one could say ; 
neither could any one say what the scandal really 
was which made ladies put their heads close together^ 
and talk mysteriously, when Yorke's name was 
mentioned, and raise their eyehrows, and go through 
those various marrellous signals which women ex- 
hibit to one another on occasion ; while men looked 
wise, and wondered that at Mr. Forde's time of life 
he had not more sense than to make it up and take 
her back. 

But no one actually knew anything. Concerning 
Yorke's past — concerning that time, once beautiful, 
which now seemed to be so like an unreal dream, 
that she often started from her sleep, and asked her- 
self, scarcely awake, whether her entire life isx 
London had not been a delusion — concerning that 
time, I say, no one at Milden knew anything. The 
great city had swallowed up her sin and the memory 
of it, as it swallows up virtue and the record thereo£ 
Along the sands of that stormy shore her footsteps 
had left no lasting impress. One here, one there, it 
might be, remembered such a woman had passed by ; 
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but the few who did remember were people far 
removed from all knowledge of her present life and 
associations, and had they known would have kept 
silence. 

For the busy world is not a very bad world after 
all. Given that a man or a woman have once 
made 9, faux pas, it has neither time nor inclination 
to publish the feat. There is great mercy, as a rule, 
amongst those whose own affiiirs occupy a large 
portion of their time; and certainly there was no 
one who had guessed at Yorke's secret in London 
that would not have refrained from publishing the 
story had their paths crossed. 

But their paths did not cross, and consequently 
nothing was known at Milden about that part'of her 
life, the events, and the tones, and the looks, and the 
sorrows of which came back in the peacefulness and 
security of that still existence to wring her heart 
with a bitterness she had never experienced before— 
not when she stood beside the Thames, and let 
her tears faU into the rippling water— not when 
she lay through the night thinking madly and 
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revengefully of her despised loTe — of Austin's cruel 
desertion. 

Sometimes she felt as though the quiet monotony 
of her life at Forde Btill would drive her mad. She 
longed to be away from a place where every peaceful 
country sight and country sound seemed at variance 
with the wild restless regrets and thoughts and 
wishes that had come to be a very part and parcel of 
her nature. 

Amongst the quiet country people who after a time 
called at Forde Hall, die felt herself a hypocrite and 
a cheat. The only real comfort she had in life was 
the consciousness that she helped to make the poor 
invalid's days endurable. Never was there so devoted 
a man — never so tender a wife, even those who had 
at first looked the most coldly upon her, were at 
length compelled to admit. That it was for money 
or the sake of money she returned, no one could, 
and no one did, say. That her attention was hypo- 
critical or interested, no one asserted either ; and so, 
as has been said, in due time Yorke " lived it down." 
Amongst her neighbours Yorke stood at length 
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apparently without fear and "without reproach ; yet 
she would rather they had known eyerything than 
live, as she considered she did, an impostor, who 
would have been driven forth from the midst of 
respectable people, could they only have read those 
pages of her experience which her husband had 
condoned. 

And yet not condoned. Though he could not 
bear her to be absent &om him for a moment; 
though his eyes followed her about the room with a 
yearning affection pitiful to see, ¥orke always felt 
there was just that something between them which 
might never be set right, any more than she could 
go back to her girlhood, and undo all the evil she 
had wrought. 

Lying there helpless, the man was yet a tower of 
strength and a shield of defence to her against the 
hard sayings and the jibing thoughts of the outer 
world ; but in her inmost soul Yorke felt the bitter- 
ness of reproaches she well knew those poor white 
lips would never utter, and the depth of the trouble 
that was sometimes revealed when the weary eyes 
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looked oni oyer the park, and wandered away and 
away along the winding paths and the distant fields, 
which he might not tread again for ever. 

Had it all come about — ^as she wrote to Luke in 
the early days succeeding her return — after years 
of happiness, after a life filled full with sweet con- 
tent, she could have borne it better ; but the whole 
of his existence had been marred by her who might 
have made it so blessed ; and the only poor atone- 
ment she could offer was to soothe and delay his 
passage to the grave. 

From the night she arrived at Forde HaU she 
devoted herself to this object; and the world — her 
then world — came to think well of her exceedingly ; 
and if in her heart she thought the world's scorn 
would have been easier to endure than its praise, it 
was perhaps only because she had never really en- 
dured that scorn, or felt how terrible a thing it is for 
a woman to endure contumely and deserved disgrace 
alone. 

But rarely now she heard from Luke. Knowing 
what he knew, feeling what he felt, anything seemed 
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easier than to write to the mistress of Forde Hall ; 
and when her letters grew less frequent — as in course 
of time they did, since she could scarcely force her 
friendship on a man who had plainly told her that 
was not the boon he wanted — it seemed almost as 
though her old life and the memory thereof had been 
thrust by Time into its lumber-room of forgotten 
events. 

Only seemed, however; for Luke could never 
cease to remember her — while she could scarcely fail 
to remember the man who had stood by and fought 
her battle so bravely and so long. 

'*Why is it, Torke," asked Mr. Forde, on one 
occasion after their return from Germany, " that Mr. 
Eoss wiU never come here? He was very kind to 
you at a time when you wanted help, and it seems 
like ingratitude not to press him to visit us. Besides, 
I formed a high opinion of him." 

"Of him!" Yorke repeated. "Why, have you 
ever seen Luke Eoss T 

"Yes, once," was the reply. "It was he who 
gave me the explanation you refused ; who made me 
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detennine to have you back, Torke, if you could 
only be induced to come. I did not think to have 
you thus," he added bitterly, and then softening, 
amended, *' but Gk)d's will be done." 

" And Luke Boss did that ?" Torke said. 

" Yes, he, and none other." 

^' Poor Luke," she murmured ; and then with a 
terrible pang Mr. Forde understood. 

It was a £ancy of the sick man's, as it is a fancy 
with many invalids, to know by whom the few 
lietters Yorke received were written ; and when one 
day he put the question, " What is it ?" — and she 
answered, " A few lines from Mr. Boss," he said, a 
little pettishly, " You are always hearing from Mr. 
Boss, it seems to me." 

** He does not tell me much," Yorke replied ; " not 
one half I want to know. That is all he says ;" 
and she put the note in her husband^s hand. 

But instead of reading it he laid it down, and 
saying, " Come here, my dear," began, " Yorke, let 
us be quite frank one with another now. Shall 
we?" 
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" Yes," she answered ; and then he took her hand 
and stroked her fingers one by one, and looked up 
in the sweet face ere he went on. 

" Why will Mr. Eoss not come here ? I have 
asked you that question before, but you evaded it." 

" He says he is busy, that he cannot leave London, 
that our rank is not his rank, that you ought not to 
be troubled with visitors—" 

■ 

" Nay, Yorke, he says ; but what do you say ?" 

" I say nothing," she replied. 

" Will you not, then, tell me the nature of this 
secret ?" 

" It is not mine to telL" 

" It was the old story, I suppose ?" and his tone 
sounded a little harsh as he spoke. 

The fingers he held fluttered for an instant ; then 
Yorke said, " If it were, it was told with a differ- 
ence." ' 

" In what way ?" he asked. 

" I should rather have said acted, with a differ- 
ence. There is nothing in the whole of the story 
save what redounds to his credit, and I do not know 
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why I should refuse to tell it ; that is, if you wish 
to hear." 

" I do wish," he answered ; and then, with her 
head a little averted, Torke repeated the tale to him 
— the tale of how a man had been found to love for 
the love's sake only, and to work without the hope 
of a reward, in order that sorrow and trouble might 
be kept from her. 

"So that is the reason he will not come here," 
Mr. Forde said, gently stroking her hair while he 
spoke; and voluntarily from that hour he never 
mentioned Luke's name, but he thought much abont 
the man whose letters Yorke always now showed her 
husband on the rare occasions when she received them. 

A ad still time went by; and still Mr. Forde 
remained in much the same state, and a winter, 
bitter and biting, came for the fourth time since 
Torke's return to Forde Hall, nipping up the most 
delicate evergreens, and clothing every branch and 
twig in robes alternately of ice and snow. 

By her dressing-room fire Yorke sat one night 
reading a letter which she had not shown to Mr. 
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Forde. It was from Austin Friars ; and contained 
an earnest entreaty for assistance. His credit, his 
honour, his commercial position, the means of 
support for his family, were all, he said, involved in 
this matter; otherwise, as he declared, and, for 
once, declared truly, he would not have written to 
Yorke. " What it costs me to write thus to you, no 
one but myself and God can ever know, as no one 
but myself and Him can ever imagine what I have 
suffered." 

Slowly and thoughtfully Yorke read and re-read 
this epistle. She knew what she had to do ; but the 
past was not so very fax away from her that she 
could look on that remembered handwriting utterly 
unmoved. How she had once longed to see it ; how 
she had hungered for his letters ; how she had hung 
upon each expression of affection— all these things 
arose and walked one by one before her, the ghosts 
instead of the realities of their former selves. 
Better, ah ! better for the old love to be dead and 
buried deep in the earth, with a headstone setting 
forth its extent and constancy, than for it thus to 
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walk again like an apparition through those cham- 
bers of the soul where it has become a stranger and 
its presence is as unwelcome as unexpected. 

To her Austin had long been worse than dead ; 
and though the memory of their past could never 
be forgotten, still, in the present, Torke felt that the 
old love no longer existed, that it had been torn from 
its roots and trampled into the earth — ^that, save in 
recollection, the man who had once been so much, 
was nothing to her ; less than the husband whom 
she had forgotten for his sake, less than the friend 
on whose very existence she had scarcely bestowed 
a thought, till Austin left her for the sake of better- 
ing his position. 

Yes, this was the end of it; that whereas, in times 
gone by, nothing he could have asked would have 
seemed too much for her to give, she could now 
write coldly : 

" You must know I have no money of my own, 
and that I cannot ask my husband to assist you, I 
shall send by this post, however, to Mr. Boss, who 
will, I am quite sure, aid you if in his power." 
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And then she enclosed Austin's letter to Luke 
Eoss, merely saying, I 

"Deab Luke, 

" If you can help him, do. I have told him I 
should ask you. When you meet, pray try and 
make him understand he must not come to me again. 
I cannot mention his name to Mr. Forde, and he 
ought not to expect me to do so. 

" Always sincerely, 

" YOBKB." 

To which Mr. Luke Eoss replied, 

"Deab Mbs. Fobde" (he had long dropped 
the ' Torke,' as too familiar in their changed circum- 
stances), " I will do what I can ; but he has had all 
that money long ago. I am afraid he is embarrassed 
beyond power of extrication. If it be possible to 
make him understand what you wish, I wiU do so ; 
but I am doubtful on this point unless he wish to 
comprehend the position himself, which is not likely. 
You win, I know, be glad to hear I am doing 
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remarkably well. Bnsmess has been extremely good, 
and a very fair share of it has fallen to my lot. 

" Tours truly, 

"Luke Boss." 

This letter likewise Torke kept to herself. 
Noticing, however, towards evening that Mr. Forde 
seemed iU at ease and anxious, she summoned np. 
courage to say, 

" I had a note this morning from Mr. Boss, which 
I have not mentioned, because I thought it might 
perhaps vex you ; but it is best for us to have no 
concealments, is it not ?" 

" Yes," he answered ; " I think so, by far. What 
has Mr. Boss said to vex you, Torke ?" 

" That is all ;" and she handed him the letter. 

*' And to what and to whom does this refer? To 
that man?" 

'* Tes," she acknowledged. 

" And he has had the meanness to ask you — you 
for money; and this Boss, knowing everything, 
gives it to him ?" 
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" Yes, because he does know everything — because 
he understands what a poor weak creature he 
really is.'* 

**And also because, probably, he thinks it will 
please you." 

" Partly, perhaps," she replied, " but principally 
because he has never regarded that thousand pounds 
as his own. I told him to retain it in case he — the 
other, I mean — should ever come to want." 

'' You told him that ?" 

" I did not mean it, really. I wished Mr. Boss to 
keep the money, which I knew his business could 
then ill spare ; and 1 knew he would not do so unless 
I put it on some such ground." 

*' You should not have done it." 

" I should not do so now. I should do nothing 
without first consulting you." 

" And yet you write to both these men without 
my knowledge." 

''I will never do so again. It is natural you 
should distrust me, and — " 

'' No, Yorke," he interrupted, " I do not distrust 



176 AUSTIN FRIARS. 

you; I only distrust your judgment. You are im- 
pulsive, and consequently unwise. Had that Soss, 
for instance, been a different sort of man—" 

" Don't," she interrupted ; " I know all that, but 
then he was just Luke Boss, and my judgment was 
not quite at fault there." 

•* Your feminine instinct rather," he returned, a 
Uttle bitterly. " When women are not in love them- 
selves, they can usually tell the sort of men who vnll 
serve them faithfully for love." 

"I trust," she said, "you do not think I have 
done anything wrong ?" 

" You should not have written to that man." 

*' Perhaps not," she agreed, wearily. ''I shall 
certainly never write to him again;" and she 
covered her face with her hands and sobbed aloud, 
for memory was bitter and the rebuke not easy to be 
borne. 

Then her husband drew her near him, whispering, 
" My poor Yorke, God pity you !" 

" Nay, why should He pity me ?" she answered. 
" He has been too good to me ; but you — you !" 



Luke's message. 177 

" My dear," he said, " do you know the years I 
have lain here have been the happiest of all my later 
life ? You have made them so." 

" Then what could I not have done in the years 
which preceded them !" 

" We will not talk of that," he answered, gently ; 
and then they two — most miserable — ^hand clasped 
in hand, for a while gazed at the leaping fireUght. 

" Yorke," it was Mr. Forde who broke the silence 
first, " you will promise me — it is from no distrust I 
ask you to give this promise, remember — that for 
the future you will not act in any emergency without 
first consulting me? I am very jealous of your 
reputation; I am more than anxious about your 
future ; I do not wish you to peril either by a single 
false step. There is a great deal of life before you 
yet, Yorke. I, who am near the close of mine, do 
not forget that act." 

" I cannot bear this," she murmured. 

" Then we will not talk about it any more," he 
said ; '* but you will promise me, Yorke ?" 

•' Yes, faithfully." 
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And she kept her promise ; from that hour she 
concealed nothing from him — nothing of her past^ 
nothing in her present. She was open as the day, 
and he knew it; and knew farther, that whatever 
secrecy she formerly practised^ was caused not so 
much by any love of concealment in her character, 
but by the mere combination of circumstances which 
had made her life so unhke the Hyes of most women. 

Yet one day he felt his faith put upon its trial. 
One day when he waa more iU and desponding than 
usual — when March was going out like a lion, ac- 
companied in its progress by keen easterly winds, 
varied by an occasional blast from the north — there 
came to Forde Hall this telegram : 

" From Boss, London, to Mrs, Forde, Forde Hall, 

Milden, 

" Pray come to town immediately you receive this. 
I will meet you at Euston. Endeavour to catch first 
train. It is of importance." 

"What must I do?" asked Yorke, trembling a 
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little — as most women do on receipt of a pressing 
telegraphic message. 

" Why, go of course," he said, after a minute's 
hesitation, "and at once. Mr. Boss would not 
be so urgent had some strong necessity for your 
presence not arisen. I am certain we can trust 
him, although I could wish he had been more ex- 
plicit. You will be able, I think, to catch the 
express." 

" But you ?" she ventured. 

** It is for no light cause Mr. Boss has telegraphed 
in such haste. You must go, dear ; get back as soon 
as you can, but write immediately you reach town, 
and relieve my anxiety » 

Saying which he drew her &ce down and kissed 
it; and within an hour Yorke was speeding oflf to 
London as fast as the express could take her. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

MB. FRIARS FINANCES. 

ft 

There are times in the life of every man who has 
to earn his own bread by means of commerce, when 
the vehicle which is carrying himseK and his fortunes 
through the streets of existence comes to a standstill 
by reason of some block in the thoroughfare. 

It does not signify what causes that block — 
whether a horse down, or a man run over, or a boy 
with a truck getting in the way, if the minutes be 
precious, and the obstruction not removed with 
sufficient speed, the disastrous consequences are the 
same to him. 

Other men may catch their trains, keep their 
appointments, make their fortunes, but the race, so 
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far as he is concerned, is oyer. He has been cor- 
nered past hope, and checkmate in the game of life 
becomes consequently a mere question of time. 

Again, a man's fate may be likened to that of a 
'* sweet " bonnet caught by a shower when walking 
abroad without an umbrella. The storm of rain 
blows over, the sun shines forth warm and pleasant, 
other bonnets look dainty and pretty, but that 
bonnet will never be a sweet thing more — the shower 
came too early, or cleared off too late, and the lace, 
and the net, and the flowers, and the ribbons are 
ruined past redemption. 

The larger the town the more inevitably dead 
blocks occur with men as with vehicles. Circum- 
stances are so certain, and human beings so uncer- 
tain, that the man scarcely lives who has not in 
business found himself suddenly environed by a 
mass of difficulties, from which he sees no possible 
means of extrication. 

Impossible means sometimes seem to open, and 
miracles of unexpected assistance frequently occur ; 
but still, taking honest bankrupts all round, it may be 
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very fiiirly presumed that nine out of ten were driven 
into the Gazette by being unable to get over a 
day, or a week, or a month in a (pecuniarily) satis- 
fectory manner. Beyond that day, week, or month 
lay smooth water had they only possessed strength 
to reach it ; but where they were out struggling the 
waves rolled high, and the rocks were dangerous, 
and there was never a rope thrown from land, nor a 
boat out of all those in sight that came to their 
rescue. 

It was in a dilemma of this kind Austin Friars 
had found himself on the day when he asked 
Mr. Grahame to lend that five hundred of which 
previous mention has been made. 

He was solvent, but he could not meet his engage- 
ments; he felt in the position of a banker who, 
having locked up his money in securities incon- 
vertible at short notices, suddenly becomes aware 
that a run has commenced. For once in his life 
Austin was, legitimately, hopelessly short of money, 
and he beheld no way, legitimately or illegitimately, 
of getting it. 
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He went to this friend and to that ; he went to 
Luke Boss, as has been stated, only to find him 
absent; he asked eyery man he could think of 
for help before four. He wrote entreatingly to 
Mr. CoUins, who sent him four hundred — all he 
could spare. He even bethought him of Leadenhall 
Street, and lowered his crest to go there, but Mr. 
Monteith had left early, and there was no one to sign 
a cheque. 

Mr. Steadly said he was very sorry, and ojQfered to 
go up to Manchester Square himself, but that, Mr. 
Friars assured him, with an impatient oath, would 
be of no use. He wanted it before the bank closed. 

" Would they not let you overdraw, sir, over the 
night ?" ventured Mr, Steadly, who, though he did 
not like Austin or believe in him, still had great 
sympathy for a man in his position hard up for 
a few hours. 

" Yes ; but not enough," Austin answered. And 
then he stamped his heel on the ground, and pulled 
his whiskers and twisted his gloves, and said he 
must go. 
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But still he stood for a moment irresolute, and 
Mr. Steadly inquired if there were nothing he oonld 
do for him, nowhere he could go. 

At the question Austin started just as if some 
one had wakened him suddenly from a sound sleep, 
and looked round at Mr. Steadly almost suspiciously 
doubtful, as, indeed, he had feir ground for being, of 
that individual's aflfectionate sentiments towards him- 
self. Then, recoyering his composure, he answered, 

" No, thank you ; I will go to the bank, and see 
what I can do there." An unwonted piece of confi- 
dence to an inferior, foreign to the general cha- 
racter of Mr. Friars' communications. 

To the bank, however, Mr. Friars did not proceed 
immediately. He returned to Billiter Square, bade 
the clerks deny him to every one, locked the door of 
his office inside, and wrote industriously for a time. 
Then he went out again, and did not return till 
long after bank hours. 

When he returned the day had been got through, 
and his engagements met somehow — the block had 
been removed in time, and once again Austin was 
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rolling along to fortune as fast as the heart of man 
could desire to trayel. 

From that time there was no apparent shortness 
of money in the great City house. Austin did 
not horrow from any one. One experience, so he 
said, sickened him, as, indeed, it does most people ; 
only some find it impossible always to avoid swal- 
lowing the dose. 

He asked Luke Boss on a few occasions to get 
him discounts, alleging as a reason for the request 
that his own bank had as much paper as it cared to 
do, which statement was indeed accurate ; and Luke 
doing weU, and with that thousand pounds still 
intact, could afford to help him. to a considerably 
larger amount, and make no scruple about doing 
so. 

Which politeness Mr. Friars attributed to the 
effect his own rise in the world produced even upon 
a steady-going fellow like Boss, who affected no 
awe for magnates, entertained heretical ideas con- 
cerning the omnipotence of wealth, and who said 
he did not beUeye in the modem doctrine of mea- 
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snring every man by the length of his pnrse — a 
statement as absurd as nntme, Austin considered. 

Nevertheless he felt less difficulty in asking a 
fiEkvour from Mr. Boss than from any other man 
living. He told himself this was because he had 
put Luke in the way of making his fortune ; but he 
knew better, viz., that the curious link which had 
bound them after a feushion together made Luke 
more tolerant towards his £Etults than he would have 
been about those of a better man. 

LiteUectually Mr. Friars looked down on Luke, re- 
garding him but as a mere plodder, who would never 
be worth anything except what he amassed painfully 
and slowly; but he acknowledged that he was 
useful, and, as times went, " not a bad fellow." 

Every other male friend from whom Mr. Friars 
had, in the course of his life, borrowed money- 
wanted something in return — not so Mr. Boss. He 
had never asked even for the loan of a five-pound 
note from Austin Friars; and Austin knew quite 
weU that even were he starving he would never 
aak for or take it. 
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For which reason, and also because he usually 
got what he wanted from him, Austin was good 
enough to make the foregoing remark. 

Whilst Mr. Turner ruled chief in Billiter Square, 
tod indeed for a considerable time afterwards, Luke 
was not fiiYoured by many either of Mr. Friars' 
letters or visits; and when the business intimacy 
came to be renewed — if that could be called an 
intimacy which existed entirely in fiiYOurs being 
asked by the one side and granted by the other — 
Austin's demands were so fairly reasonable that 
Mr. Koss found no diflSculty in complying with 
them. 

For reasons already stated, Luke stood well with 
his bankers, and he was therefore able to obtain 
what Mr. Friars required almost in the regular 
way of business; and even when that gentleman 
came — as he did ultimately come — to need more than 
it was perfectly convenient for Mr. Boss to get, he 
still managed to " oblige his friend," by means of 
a connection which he had laboriously formed during 
the course of years ; and he was the more wUling 
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to help since lie really believed that Aiistin had 
turned over a fresh leaf at last, and that he must 
haye worked hard and honestly to achieve such sneoess 
as had for long attended his endeavours. 

He could have wished, it is true, either that 
Austin's own resources had been greater or his feith 
in those at his (Luke's) command less, but still he 
entertained no feeling of uneasiness concerning Mr. 
Friars' solvency, and went on discounting and ob- 
liging and renewing with an amiability that filled 
the person who required these favours with agree* 
able surprise. 

Up the remembered staircase in Scott's Yard 
Austin came one day slowly — a throng of memo- 
ries crowding upon him the while. He had been 
there often enough to grow accustomed to the 
changes wrought in the place and in him since that 
olden time when he and Yorke were happy there 
together, and sad too as well; and yet the long 
ago was very present with him on that especial day 
when he ascended the steps wearily, recollecting, as 
he did so, a face once bent over the banisters 
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to welcome him, which might welcome him no 
more. 

He had gained a great deal the world imagined ; 
but he also knew what he had lost. The future 
he once pictured as so enviable, so greatly to be 
desired, was his ; . but he was lonely, and miserable, 
and ill, and he had not a soul in whom he could 
confide ; and the ghastly picture he had drawn for 
his own edification when Mr. Grahame congratulated 
him on his good looks and spirits passed very often 
before his eyes. 

What if that after all should be the end — the 
necessary end? he asked himself; just a few drops 
of prussic acid or a plunge into the river ? It might 
come to that he told his own weary heart often, 
when the heat and burden of the day, the toil and 
worry and torment of his life seemed more than 
he could bear. He had not known a single bout's 
real happiness since Yorke left him (that was the 
way he put it). That night when the prospect 
opening out before him seemed so fall of plenty and 
happiness he had not thought much of her deso- 
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lation ; but now when he was in trouble himself he 
cursed the fiate which parted him from the only 
person who ever truly made his sorrows hers, and 
bore more than half his share of them. 

" You are not looking weU," Mr. Boss remarked, 
when his yisitor had been talking for a minute or 
two on ordinary topics. 

*' I am not well," was the reply. 

" What is the matter — over-work, though, I sup- 
pose?" 

" Something of that most likely." 

" You should take a holiday and go away for a 
time." 

" I cannot do so at present : in a few months, 
perhaps." 

" But in a few months the change may not do 
you much good." 

" Then I must remain ill, for I cannot leave 
London now. "What I came about to-day. Boss, is 
to ask if you have discounted those bills of 
Thompsons'." 

" Yes, of course, they were for a large amount ; 
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you did not suppose I could afford to keep them, 
surely." 

" Oh ! one never knows what you close, quiet people 
are about. Did you get them done at your bank ?" 

'* No ; by Messrs. Howe and LoveU." 

" Would they ask their bankers to refer them, do 
you think?" 

*' Not at all likely — why do you want them 
referred?" 

*' Because Turner has closed his account at the 
British and Foreign." 

" And if he have ?* suggested Luke Boss. 

" Oh ! I forgot you did not know. He is Thomp- 
son and Co." 

For a moment Mr. Boss remained silent, utterly 
amazed ; then he said with a quiet smile — 

" So that was how you and he built the big 
house?" 

" Not entirely — we had capital, or, to speak more 
correctly, he had." 

** Well, every man to his taste, but it was not a 
game I should have cared to play." 
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" Or that I should have cared to play with yon 
for partner," answered Austin with equal frankness. 

" But how does it happen," asked Luke, " that 
if Mr. Turner have closed his account he has 
within the last month made his acceptances payable 
there?" 

" Oh ! the row was only a week ago." 

" Then why can he not get them referred for 
himself?" 

" Because he does not want his present people to 
know anything about the matter." 

" I thought you and he had quarrelled long 
since?" 

" Yes — but quarrelling need not prevent two 
people being reconciled, or doing a little paper." 

"Am I to understand then that this is all ac- 
commodation ?" 

" Most of it is, I confess." 

" Yet you assured me those were trade bills ?" 

" My dear fellow, I neyer for one moment thought 
you belieyed me — I told you just what I imagined 
you would like to repeat to your friends." 
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Mr. Friars took up a quill pen and began pulling 
the feathers off it, cursing himself for his indis- 
cretion the while Mr. Eo3s sat looking with bent 
brows at his blotting-book, wondering what he had 
best say and do under the circumstances. 

After a pause he began: "Look here, Friars; 
if this be not all on the square — " 

" What do you mean by not all on the square ?" 
interrupted Mr. Friars swiftly and angrily. 

" Why if Turner or you, or the rest of the people 
whose names are on those bill^, and concerning 
whom I know as httle as I did fiye minutes since 
about Thompson and Co. — if one or both or all of 
you be not able to meet the acceptances I have 
indorsed it wiU just mean ruin to me." 

" Do you think I am insolyent ?" demanded Mr. 
Friars. 

" I hope and trust you are not," was the answer. 

" Do you think Turner could pay twenty 
shillings?" 

" I know eyen less of Mr. Turner's affairs than 
I do of yours." 



194 AUSTIN FRIABS. 

"Do you think the rest of the people "whose 
paper yon hold are all bound for Basinghall 
Street?" 

" They may be. I cannot tell." 

" Do you suppose your bankers, and wide-awake 
folks like Messrs. Howe and LoveU, would have 
discounted those bills had they not been satisfied 
concerning the respectabiUty and soundness both 
of drawers and acceptors?" 

" I belieye they did it entirely on the strength of 
my endorsement." 

" You must beUeve, then, that you stand remarkably 
high in the good opinion of the powers that be," said 
Austin with a sneer. 

*•' Yes," Luke answered, remarking the sneer, but 
apparently taking no notice of it ; "I beUeve I have 
done so for some time past" 

" Since a certain lady left London," guessed 
Austin; and then, finding that the other kept 
silence, he went on: "Ah I I always thought you 
were trading on her money." 

" You were mistaken in your thought then," Luke 
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replied ; " I have never used one sixpence of Mrs. 
Forde's money in this business since she went back to 
Forde Hall." 

"Oh! of conrselwas only joking, and yon must 
have known it," Mr. Friars said hastily — not liking 
the tone in which the last sentence was spoken ; but 
Mr. Eoss knew no such thing, though once again 
he felt it politic to take no further notice of the 
implied taunt. 

"Well, about those bills," Mr. Friars resumed. 
" It will do Turner a great deal of harm if they go 
into the British and Foreign and are not referred." 

" It would do me harm for them to be returned ; 
but why it should hurt Mr. Turner I cannot 
imagine." 

" I do not know either ; only I saw him to-day, 
and he said it would." 

** You will give me. the money, of course ?" 

" I have brought over a cheque with me. You 
need not use it till the day before — " 

" Very well, then I will see what I cai;i do ; and, 
Friars, try to get away, if only for a short time. You 
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certeiBly wiU be laid up unless you take warning in 
time." 

« Supposing things go on well for the next six 
months, I think I shall try to sell the whole con- 
cern and retire. Turner wanted to bny me out at 
the time of our Uttle misunderstanding. I wish I 
had taken him at his word." 

" Has the affiiir not answered your expectations, 
then?" 

" More, far more ; but the price I have paid for 
success has been a degree too high." 

" How do you mean ?" 

"Only part of the purchase-money is paid as 
yet," answered Mr. Friars enigmatically; "but I 
sometimes fancy the whole of it will be my life." 

" Nonsense, man," returned Luke. " You are 
a little low now, and look on the dark side of every- 
thing. If you would only run out of town for a 
fortnight you would come back again a different 
being. Your wife ought to insist upon your going." 

" Oh ! she does not know there is anything the 
matter with me," Austin answered. " I leave home 
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SO early and get back — when I go back at all — so 
late at night that we scarcely see anything of each 
other. As fer as domestic comfort is concerned I 
should be better off if I were a mechanic earning his 
couple of pounds a week." 

" The best thing you can do is to retire and buy 
an estate far away in the country." 

" Where I should do nothing for the first month," 
said Mr. Friars, " except lie on the grass and rest." 
And then he went away seemingly a little more 
cheerful and pleased at the vision of tranquillity 
himself had conjured up. 

" I wonder what is the matter with him," thought 
Luke, mentally contemplating over again the haggard 
anxious face, and the thin white hands, and the quick 
nervous flush, and the figure on which his clothes 
seemed literally to hang. " Taking it altogether, I 
fancy, first and last, he has paid dear for his whistle. 
Well, I suppose it is what we all do — only the dif- 
ference is that after paying some of us never get 
even the whistle." 

That had been his own case : when a child he 
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had cried for the moon; hut the moon went sailing 
on through the sky perfectly regardless of his tears. 
When he was a man he loved a woman beyond his 
reach, and through all this lonely desolate time she 
too had never come one step the nearer to. him for 
all his anguish; nay, rather, every step she took 
removed her further from him, and left the fdture 
of his life more barren than before. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

AN AWKWARD CRISIS. 

" I THOUGHT you told me," said Mr. Howe, of the 
firm of Howe and Lovell, to Luke Boss, some few 
months after the dialogue reported in the last 
chapter took place — " I thought you told me that 
Messrs. Thompson and Co. had removed their ac- 
count from the British and Foreign ?" 

" And so they have," replied Mr. Boss, remember- 
ing at the moment that he had got a second bill 
referred very lately through his own bankers. 

" Excuse me, but they have not," was the answer. 
" I had a cheque of theirs the other day on the 
British and Foreign which went through our 
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bank in regnlax course and was duly paid at 
theirs." 

" Then they must have reopened it," said Luke. 

" My dear sir, they never closed it, for I made 
personal inquiry in the matter." 

" And do you mean to say — " 

" Yes, I mean to say exactly what I have said ; 
they are now at the British and Foreign ; they have 
been there and they will be there, so far as I know, 
to the end of the chapter." 

" I only repeated to you what I was told myself." 

" That, of course ; but why were you told so ?" 

" I can only imagine that my informant was 
himself deceived." 

" Your informant being — " 

Luke hesitated — then he said, 

" I do not see why there should be any dis- 
guise about the matter — Mr. Friars was my au- 
thority." 

" You had a good deal of trouble some three 
or four years back in connection with Mr. Friars' 
acceptances ?" Mr. Howe said, interrogatively. 
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" Yes," Luke replied, " but they were all paid at 
last." 

" And you have continued to do business with 
him ever since ?" 

" No," was the answer. " I have never done 
business with him in my Ufe. Those first bills were 
given for money owing by Mr. Friars to the person 
who found the capital with which I started. Every- 
thing I have done for him lately has been en- 
tirely a matter — I cannot say of friendship, for he is 
not a friend of mine — but of friendly assistance." 

" And you have derived no benefit from those 
transactions ?" 

" Not to the extent of sixpence ; rather the con- 
trary." 

" You must be a most obliging acquaintance," ob- 
served Mr. Howe ; and Luke bit his lips at the re- 
mark, but tried, and successfully, to keep his temper. 

** There is nothing more difficult, I suppose, than 
to believe in truth," began Mr. Howe, after a pause, 
"but I believe you, Mr. Eoss, singular as your 
statement sounds." 

VOL. III. p 
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" Thank you," Luke replied, " for I feel it must 
have tried your feith. The plain fiict is this, how- 
ever — I do not like Austin Friars, but I like to help 
him when I can — farther, the capital I have referred 
to was left in my hands with an implied understand- 
ing that when he wanted assistance I was to afford 
it." 

" Mr. Friars seems to be rich in friends." 

" I doubt it," the other said, and then ensued a 
second silence, which was at length broken by Mr. 
Howe with these words : 

" I suppose there is no doubt but that Mr. Friars 
is perfectly solvent now f 

" I should imagine not." 

" Then, were I you, I should come to some satis- 
factory understanding with him on the subject we 
have been discussing, and get him at once to lodge 
sufficient money to meet all the bills you may have 
got discounted for him." 

" Why do you advise me to adopt such a course ?" 
Luke asked, hastily. " You surely do not imagine " 
— and then he stopped short, warned to do so by a 
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look in Mr. Howe's eye and a sudden movement of 
his hand. 

" Not for a moment," said that gentleman ; " but 
still I should do so, and at once. It will be a real 
kindness to him, believe me." 

" Of course this is strictly confidential," Mr. Eoss 
ventured, in an almost entreating tone. 

" Of course — unless I am compelled to treat it 
otherwise." 

And Luke walked out of the office with a faint 
sick feeling oppressing him ; with the sensation of one 
who has received some unexpected and violent blow. 

He did not go direct to BiUiter Square ; he was 
not a man to act upon a sudden impulse, or to let 
suspicion blind his reason ; so he went back to Scott's 
Yard, and finished his daily work, and ate his dinner 
— bringing no great appetite to the meal — and was 
just in the act of drawing up an easy-chair to the fire, 
in order to think Mr. Howe's suggestions over at his 
leisure, when he heard a loud knock and ring at the * 
front door, and immediately afterwards Mr. Friars 
entered. 
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" I was just wanting to see yon, Friars," Mr. Boss 
remarked. 

" And, as yon may conclude by my being here, I 
was just wanting to see you," Austin repUed; "and 
since we both desired the same thing, I will not 
make the apology for intruding after office hours, 
and so forth, that I intended. Now, what is your 
trouble ? We may as well get that over first." 

" No," Luke answered ; " we will get yours, if 
you please. Mine is, I know, a longer one. Sit 
down." And he pushed the solitary armchair his 
room boasted towards Austin, who took possession 
of it, while he said, 

" I want help over to-morrow." 

"For how much, and for what?" 

"To meet a payment; and I am about eight 
hundred short." 

** I have not three at command." 

" Could you get me a bill done ?" 

" No ; that I cannot," Luke said, slowly. " I fancy 
my discounts are pretty nearly stopped." 

" What can you mean ?" 
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" Just this : that you and I and the people upon 
whom you have drawn must manage to meet the 
paper I have of yours now under discount, for I shall 
not be able to renew." 

" My God ! Don't say that !" Austin exclaimed ; 
and Luke saw despair written across his fiice in cha^ 
racters he could read with the light thrown thereon 
by Mr. Howe's revelations. 

" But I must say it," Luke persisted ; " and for 
your sake and mine too, I must say more, and ask 
you, Friars, what there is queer about your paper ?" 

" Queer !" repeated Austin. " What the deuce ar« 
you driving at ?" 

" Do you mean to brave it out, or shall I tell you 
what I know, that you have been deceiving me — that 
those acceptances are no acceptances at all ?" 

"Be plain, man, and have it out," interrupted 
Austin. " What is it you suspect ?" 

" I am not going to tell you, since even walls have 
ears. The word shall not be mentioned between us 
while there is a chance of return. It is no time, 
this, Friars, to blame you, or I should have something 
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to say about the way yon have let me in. I will be 
your friend if yon permit Tell me just how yon 
stand, and if, with my help, yon can pull throngh 
yon shall." 
." I swear to you, Koss, I am solvent." 
" Then why did yon ever commence this ?" 
Without the slightest hesitation Austin told him. 
" A day came," he said, " when the receipts utterly 
fiEiiled to pay the outgoings. I was doing a fine 
business, but I could not get help. I had friends 
who might have assisted, but they were away. The 
plan came into my head, standing in Monteith's 
oflSce, and I hailed it as an inspiration. It seemed 
so easy, and it was so easy just at first." 
" What was the first ?" asked Luke. 
" One on Thompson. I got it done at my own 
bank ; and from that time, whenever I was short, I 
helped myself; and had business kept on tolerably 
good I should jnot, by this time, have needed any- 
thing of the sort. But somehow I could not attend 
latterly to my ordinary work. I grew ill, and low, 
and nervous — " 
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"I am sorry for you from my heart!" Luke 
exclaimed, earnestly, as Austin suddenly broke down. 

It is said that the state of mind which pities a 
sinner instead of condemning him is morally low ; 
but in the records of Christianity it seems to mo 
not unworthy of a place. Let this be as it may, 
however, Luke, seated by his own hearth, listening 
to this poor weak wretch's confessions, felt heartily 
sorry for him. It was such an end — oh. Merciful 
Father ! it was such an ending to the story which 
might -have terminated so differently, that Luke's 
heart was moved to a pity it had never before 
known for man ; and he determined that if any stone 
he might turn could save Austin, the man should 
not be taken up before Alderman Turtle, and duly 
committed for trial, and tried at the assizes, and 
found guilty, and sentenced — well, to something 
which would as inevitably kill him as if Calcraft 
were called in to assist at an, for Austin, excessively 
early toilet. 

Afterwards Austin Friars said his friend's kind- 
ness on that eventful evening prevented his com- 
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mitting suicide ; but no one who knew Austin credited 
the statement. 

It would have required a great deal of misery — 
physical misery, I mean — ere Mr. Friars would have 
parted with a life that, spite of all its annoyances, 
had not been purely unpleasant. 

Yet for once Mr. Friars proved grateful, and 
expressed himself gratefully — a fietct not entirely 
unworthy of notice here. 

Had he proved true as well it might have fared 
better with him, but he could not, even in that 
supreme moment, tell Luke the precise extent of 
his trouble. There were one or two small items 
he kept back of no concern, it might be, to any one 
save the owner, yet which proved eventually of vital 
consequence to him. 

Late into the night they two most dissimilar 
talked earnestly ; the fire burned low, and the gas, 
(pressure being turned off at the works), burned 
dim; but still Austin and Luke Eoss talked on. 
At length the younger man said, 

" It is nearly two o'clock, and you can never get 
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back to Highgate to-night — will you take a bed 
here ?" 

"No," Austin answered, "I will go back to 
Billiter Square ; I have slept there five nights out 
of six lately." 

"I' will walk so far with you," Mr. Boss said; 
and in the winter's night, or rather morning, they 
paced through the deserted streets to that Square 
close by which another man, in whose fortunes some 
readers were interested six years back, had done 
much harder and much honester work than Austin 
Friars ever knew the meaning of. 

At the door of his office Mr. Friars wrung Luke's 
hand. "You have been the best friend I ever 
knew," he said, "and I shall never forget, and I 
shall try to deserve your kindness." 

Nevertheless he had lied to Luke, and Luke, 
walking back to Scott's Yard with the excitement 
subsiding and the glamour removed, felt vaguely 
conscious of the fact. 

" Yet he need not have deceived me, surely," Luke 
considered ; which only proved how little he knew 
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of the maimers and habits of those who fail to speak 
the truth, since it is not as a rule because he is 
talking to you, or to me, reader, or to anybody else, 
that a man lies, but just because he is speaking to 
somebody, because he cannot help it, because it is 
part of his nature so to do; bs much part of his 
nature as Doctor Watts asserts barking and biting 
is of that of dogs. 

It does not arise from forethought or deUberati9n. 
Most probably, if the man deliberated at all, he 
would decide that, however painful it might be to 
speak frankly and deal fairly, honest truthfalness 
would, after all, prove his best course. 

We talk of a liar as though he lied on purpose, 
never considering that it is more difficult for some 
persons to speak the truth than for an English 
child to converse in French. 

It is so natural, however, for a man who is not 
in the habit of stating black to be white, and 
crediting the statement himself, to believe another 
who assures him, "upon my word, you now 
know everything," that although it was foolish in 
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Luke Eoss to imagine Austin had not deceived 
him, because he could have no possible object in 
doing so, the majority of people placed in his 
position might easily have been deluded into the 
same error. 

To an ordinary mind Austin had so much to 
gain by speaking the truth, and so much to lose 
by attempting further deception, that, even 'while 
Luke doubted the man, he ultimately accepted his 
facts, and. satisfied by an examination of the BiUiter 
Square books that, if the printed memoranda fur- 
nished by Austin in addition were correct, the 
business was considerably more than solvent, he 
set himself to work in order that Mr. Friars might 
be extricated without pubKc disgrace from the pit 
into which he had stumbled. 

It was not hght labour by any means, but Luke 
had not anticipated it would prove hght. His hope 
was that for reward some day Yorke might know, 
and if she never knew, why his own heart told him 
that it was for her dear sake he was working now 
as he had laboured in those old times when he and 
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Austin were together in Scott's Yard, struggling for 
the fortune which ever eluded their grasp. 

That he should have come to do so much 
for Austin, disassociated from Yorke, sometimes 
amazed himself; but he had learnt that in the 
years which had come and gone since he first 
made Mr. Friars' acquaintance which can never 
be thoroughly taught by any one save a woman, 
nor practised by mj one save a man. 

Since the woman's theory, being more l»eautiful, 
is less capable of realisation ; while the man's slow 
working out of her theory clothes, oftentimes as 
with a glory, the otherwise commonplace transac- 
tions of his daily life. 

The one key is pitched so high that few are 
able to carry on the melody from hour to hour, and 
from week to week ; while the other commences so 
low that it is capable without weariness of swelling 
into louder and louder music as the need for its 
strength increases. The woman can place a man's 
finger on the notes, and tell him fluently how to 
discourse sweet sounds; but long after she has 
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turned aside weary and disappointed he will be 
rolling out those grand harmonies, tenderly bringing 
forth those sweet and gentle airs which seem to 
refine our humanity, and inspire us with valour 
and endurance to fight out the battle of life. 

But to Luke, fighting out his battle, there came, 
then, no echo of the music himself was making. 
Afterwards, in the watches of the night, and some- 
times in the daytime, when his feet straying along 
pleasant paths he walked alone, there came to his 
soul a grateful murmur from that ^olian harp the 
strings of which are swept now and then by the 
winds of memory. 

He had done something — he had done his beet — 
he had striven to keep sorrow and disgrace from his 
fellow-man — the man she had loved, and if he failed 
to save him utterly, as he did, the fault lay not 
in Luke Boss or in his endeavours, but in Austin 
Friars himself. 

For, as I have said, the man could not be honest ; 
he could not bare the state of his afi^rs to Luke and 
say, with any shadow of truth, " That is the worst." 
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He told him part, and allowed him to help him with 
part, bat in this, as in every other transaction of his 
life, he kept something back, and that ^' something " 
eventually proved his undoing. 

Of himself he was not able to face the worst ; even 
commercially he conld not compass his own salvation. 
He worked harder than any man knew; he lay 
awake at night planning ways and means ; he was 
at his post early, and so late took rest, but nothing 
availed. The hour again came, as it always does 
come again and again and again to such people, 
when he could " not see his way," or let anybody 
else see it for him ; when in his despair he wrote to 
Yorke Forde, and Torke, in reply, referred him to — 
Luke Boss. 

He might have known it was just the course a 
woman would adopt, yet he sat when he received her 
note Uke one paralyzed ;' while almost at the same 
moment Luke Eoss, reading her letter, felt satisfied 
Austin had deceived him, and that, to quote his own 
mental expression, the " last card was trumped." 

Which it was. Within a week there came to 
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BilUter Square a formal notice that " Your draft on 
Grahame has been returned dishonoured;" whilst 
three days after, Mr. Steadly, checking Mr. Monteith's 
pass-book, found therein a most smgular entry- 
Friars 720Z. 3s. Id. 

Now to Mr. Steadly's certain knowledge, for he 
was confidential clerk and manager, that draft had 
never been accepted by Monteith. There was no 
entry of it anywhere; and closely scanning the 
signature scrawled across the bill, Mr. Steadly broke 
out into a cold sweat, for he could have sworn that 
Mr. Monteith had never written the A. Monteith 
which there met his eyes ; and in a moment it flashed 
across his mind, as in Howe and Lovell's office it had 
flashed through the mind of Luke Boss, that the 
solution of the enigma which puzzled them both was 

FORGERY. 

An ugly word to write, an ugher perhaps to 
speak; and so ugly it proved to Mr. Steadly's 
imagination that, folding the paper up carefully, he 
took his way to Austin's office and asked if he could 
speak a few words to him alone. 
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" What is it ?" Anstin asked, though right well he 
knew what was commg. 

" I find, sir," began Mr. Steadly, " that an accept- 
ance of Mr. Monteith's for 720Z. Ss. Id. was paid 
last week, and it puzzles me, for I have no memo- 
raadum or entry of it whatsoever: neither can I 
discover for what transaction it was given." 

" And supposing you cannot, what then ?" asked 
Austin defiantly. 

" Why, Mr. Friars, I hoped you would tell me, and 
so enable it to go through the books now." 

" I am confident you never came here on such an 
errand with Mr. Monteith's knowledge." 

" No, sir, Mr. Monteith is, as you know, at Pan ;" 
and the pair looked at each other for a moment 
defiantly, then Austin said, 

"Mr. Steadly, I do not mind teUing you con- 
fidentially that Mr. Monteith accepted that bill for 
me as an accommodation. I required the amount, 
and he was short at the time and he lent me his 
name. That is the whole story; you need not 
mention it to him lest he should be vexed at my 
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letting any third person know ; but I think I may 
trust you, Mr. Steadly, and when Mr. Monteith 
^returns and you go away for your little hoUday you 
must let me contribute a trifle towards travelling 
expenses. Stay, I may as well give it to you now 
in ease you should be shy about coming." Saying 
which Mr. Friars pulled his cheque-book towards 
him and would have begun to write, but that Mr. 
Steadly stopped him. 

" Please do not, Mr. Friars. I cannot take your 
money." 

" Why not, you fool ?" and the sharp sudden 
change in Austm's manner was wonderful to see. 

"Because it would be like taking hush-money; 

■ 

and I do not intend to hold my tongue." 

" You mean to go blabbing about our affairs all 

over London ?" 

" No, sir ; I only mean to ask Mr. Monteith to tell 

me if he recollects accepting this bill;" and Mr. 

Steadly drew the paper from his pocket-book. 
In an access of rage Austin seized the document, 

tore it in two, and then flung it upon the blazing fire, 

VOL. III. Q 
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where, before Mr. Steadly could rush forward to the 
rescue, it was nothing but charred and useless scraps 
that crumbled into powder as he touched them. 

" You can make impertinent inquiries now, if yon 
Uke," said Austin; "you had better have taken 
my offer and held your tongue." 

"It will be for Mr. Monteith to make inquiries 
when he returns," answered Mr. Steadly. 

" You can wait till he thinks fit to do so then, 
I suppose," retorted Austin, murmuring to himself, 
as Mr. Steadly left the room. 

" Now if it would only please the Almighty to 
take Monteith to himself, I should belieye in an 
over-ruling Providence. His cough was no better 
when Mary heard last ;" and he turned again to fietce 
the worst of the troubles which were closing round 
him, unconscious that Mr. Steadly, instead of wait- 
ing patiently for his principal's return, had, after 
an inspection of Monteith's balance on the day when 
Austin declared he had given that acceptance, tele- 
graphed over to France — 

" A bill, dated 26th October, drawn by A. Friars 
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and Co., was due last week There seems to have 
been some omission, as I can find no record of it in 
the books." 

The answer to which ran as follows : 

** I leave for London to-night." 
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CHAPTEE X. 

MR. MONTEITH BEGINS TO UNDERSTAND. 

When Luke Boss received Torke's letter he went 
straight over to BiUiter Square and accused Austin 
in very plain terms of having been caught playing 
at that game popularly known as hide-and-seek. 
"You must have other embarrassments of which 
you never told me," he said, " and so from this hour 
I wash my hands of you and your concerns." 

" Do not say that," Austin entreated ; " I shall 
never be able to get through without you, and that 
was after all only a little trumpery three-hundred 
thing of Grahame's." 

" Grahame !" repeated Mr. Boss ; " you told me 
you were clear of him." 

" Yes, because he would not matter. So long as 
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liis banker's balance is the same as lie makes it, he 
is not the man to concern himself with details." 

« And that biU—" 

" Has been dishonoured. I have had notice of it." 

"Great heavens!" exclaimed Luke Eoss; "the 
man does not Uve who could keep you out of New- 
gate !" And, hearing this cheering statement, Mr. 
Friars thrust his hands deep down in his pockets, 
walked up and down the room, and cursed the hour 
when he was bom. 

"How much is there out altogether?" Luke at 
length inquired ; but Austin had turned sulky, and 
refused the sUghtest information. 

" If you do not like to trust me," he said ; " if 
you make such a fuss about the merest trifles, and 
because you have helped me a Httle consider you are 
therefore entitled to treat me as though I were 
either a slave or an imbecile, you had better, as you 
say, wash your hands of me and my concerns ; only 
since you undertook to drive my coach, it is hardly 
fair for you to insist on my taking the reins just as 
I am in danger of bemg upset." 
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" Friars," began Mr. Boss, " when I said I woTtld 
do my best to get yon ont of this mess, yon assured 
me I knew everything." 

« And so you did-everything which it was ueedfal 
for yon to know," intermpted Anstin. 

" And I have gone on and on, involving mjrself 
solely to keep yon ont of trouble, until now I cannot 
clear myself of yon without asking time &om my 
own creditors." 

^^ That was the reason you offered to help me at 
first," Mr. Friars remarked coolly; "you were so 
deep in you knew you must sink if I did." 

" You are an ungrateftd hound !" retorted Luke. 

" Oh, if you come to that — " began Austin ; but 
the other did not wait to hear the finish of his 
sentence. 

Angry with himself, mad at his own folly, cursing 
the weakness which had led him — even for her 
sake — to try and serve so mean and graceless a cur, 
Luke Eoss walked back to Scott's Yard determined 
to face the state of his own affairs, and at any sacrifice 
close his transactions with Mr. Friars. 
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At that moment lie would have done much to 
recall his letter to Torke, which he had hastily 
written before leaving his office, and posted in Lom- 
bard Street on his way to Billiter Square. 

The little piece of self-exaltation at the close of 
that epistle, foreign to his nature, had been dictated 
by a variety of feelings. He wanted her not to feel 
that the money advanced to Austin was a serious 
loss or inconvenience to him. He felt glad of the 
opportunity afforded to tell her the world had 
prospered with him ; to prove he had been able to do 
more — much more — than keep his head above water. 
He had not meant to be vainglorious or boastful, 
but now, with a thorough consciousness of all the 
future might have in store for him, he could not 
help acknowledging that it had been very like say- 
ing, " See how ill he has done, and how weU I." 

" And when she hears I am embarrassed, as hear 
some day she must, what will she think of my state- 
ment ? — not that I need care much now what she 
thinks about me, for no thoughts can place us 
further from each other than we are." 
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All that evening and late into the night Lnke 
worked hard at his hooks. He was no coward, and 
yet the resrdt appaUed him. His creditors might 
give him time — he saw no reason to douhf their 
doing so; but even in the best event he beheld, 
nothing before him save years, long years, of labonr — 
labour which could bear no productive fruit for him, 
and which was required only to. pay the debts of 
another man whom he utterly despised. 

" And all for a woman," he said to himself as he 
laid aside the sheet of paper on which he had jotted 
down the various sums for which he stood indebted, 
** who wiU never even know. It is very hard." 

And it was. But there are times in life when 
everything seems hard — ^harder than at brighter 
seasons — and one of those dark hours was on Luke 
Boss then. 

Nothing in the world had he valued save for her ; 
and now she was gone, and all other possessions seemed 
slipping from him likewise. 

Even his good name, for who would beUeve — 
who, not understanding the whole story — that he had 
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risked so much without expecting to reap personal 
advantage ? 

" It was not honest on my part," he considered ; 
but then he had, spite all warning, trusted Austin 
Friars, and-this was the result. 

" Had he done wisely to quarrel with him," Luke 
marvelled, and then both judgment and experience 
assured him he was right in striving, at the 
eleventh hour, to free himself from the burden of a 
man who, even when drowning, refused to say 
honestly the nature and extent of the weight he 
was carrying. 

Eegarded even as an experiment, to quote 
Mr. GoUis' idea, Austin had failed, and the man 
must have been little better than an idiot, who, after 
Luke's last experience of Mr. Friars, had ventured 
anything further on his straightforwardness. 

" No," thus Luke finished his mental soliloquy, 
" the Gazette, bankruptcy, beggary, rather than any 
farther pecuniary transactions vdth Mr. Austin 
Friars." 

For a few weeks Luke pursued the even tenor 
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of his way, without any event occurring calculated 
either to change or hurry his resolution of asking 
his creditors to give him time. 

So long as even the ghost of a chance remained 
of his being able to meet his engagements himself, 
or of Austin being able to meet them for him, he 
resolved to struggle on, and occasionally the hope 
grew strong within him that perhaps Mr. Friars, 
finding there was no further help to be had from 
him, would seek it, and not unsuccessfully, from 
some one else. 

He was strengthened in this hope by the fact, 
that although he had written to Austin pointing 
out the pain application for money, or in fact any 
communication of any kind from him, must give 
Mrs. Forde, no answer came in return. 

He knew Mr. Friars well enough to be quite 
aware, even if the letter reached him, that he would 
gladly have seized upon it as a pretext for further 
correspondence, supposing further correspondence 
could serve his turn, and therefore, when day after 
day passed by and brought no letter, Luke con-. 
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eluded, not unreasonably, that another pilot had 
been found who might, after all, bring the " Austin 
Friars " safe into port. 

But in this he chanced to be mistaken ; and he 
found out his mistake when, one morning, Mr. Mon- 
teith, looking haggard and worn, entered his office, 
and said : 

"I want to speak to you on a very serious 
subject, Mr. Boss — can you give me a quarter of an 
hour without interruption ?" 

" Yes, if you do not mind coming down into my 
sitting-room ;" and Luke first locked his office door, 
and then conducted Mr. Monteith to that large 
apartment on the ground floor where Yorke sur- 
prised a family party on an Easter Sunday, some 
three years previously. 

" Here no one will interrupt us," remarked Mr. 
Boss, bolting the door inside. "And now, what 
is it?" 

" You know very well what it is," answered the 
merchant. "I know you have been doing your 
best to keep disgrace from him — ^from us — ^but you 
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nught as well have saved your labour. Nothing can 
save him — or me." 

"How did you hear it ?" Luke asked. 

'* Why he used my name as well." 

" For any large amount ?" 

"So &r as I know at present, for over seven 
hundred — ^but what there may be yet to come, 
God only knows. That is not the worst, however." 

" What is the worst ?" 

" A fellow of the name of Grahame has been with 
me threatening to expose the whole affair if I do 
not make it worth his while to hold his tongue. 
Now, Mr. Eoss, I would pay any money if I could 
only be certain of the result; but uncertain as I 
am, utterly in the dark as to the amount for which 
he has used my name, I dare not even try to make 
terms. He may have got advances to the extent 
of thousands and thousands ; and, forgeries or the 
reverse, I shall have to be responsible. The whole 
thing means social, commercial, and pecuniary Euin." 

"And it means just about the same thing to 
me," Luke answered. 
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" What could yon have been thinking about ?" 

" You will perhaps scarcely credit my statement, 
but I believed him; believed he had told me the 
extent and nature of his liabiUties ; believed him to 
have yielded to sudden temptation; believed, if I 
helped him, I might retrieve both his position and 
my own ; and the result is just what might have 
been expected." 

"Do you think nothing can be done in the 
matter ?" 

" Not unless some one could ascertain exactly 
how he is situated ; and even then I fear the infor- 
mation would come too late. The only course I 
can suggest is that you should consult his uncle, 
Mr. Collis. You might do so, though I could not." 

"Is it not a singular thing that his relations 
have held themselves so resolutely aloof ever since 
I unhappUy became connected with him?" 

" If you refer to Mr. Collis, I think not. Friars, 
I know, tired him out years and years ago, as he 
has tired, and will tire, every human being who 
has ever anything to do with him." 
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" Oh 1 my poor girl," exclaimed Mr. Monteith. 

" Does she know ?" Luke ventured. 

"If she did it would kill her," was the reply. 
"Nevertheless," said Luke, "I am confident she 
ought to know, for there can be no doubt but that 
Friars will have to leave the country, and the sooner 
he goes the better." 

" What makes you say that ?" 

" Why, you are at the mercy of aU sorts of people 
while he remains here. Were he once out of danger, 
you might almost dictate your terms." 

" Who is there to put him in danger?" 

" Grahame, for instance ; but he, you say, may be 
bought. His bankers, who cannot. Howe and 
Lovell, who will avoid publicity if possible. These 
we know of, and there may be a dozen more that we 
know nothing of now, but who may turn up at any 
moment." 

"It has broken my heart," Mr. Monteith said 
wearily ; " and to think that amongst all who knew 
him — all — there was not one to tell me the manner 
of man to whom I proposed giving my child." 
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" I suspect there were very few persons who knew 
the manner of man Austin Friars really was ; and 
those few did not consider it their business. Besides, 
supposing any one had gone up to Manchester 
Square and told you everything he knew or thought 
about your daughter's lover, you would not have 
beUeved him ; and it is just because people will not 
believe that men and women who know anything of 
the world never give advice nor carry tales." 

" Still, had I only known one tale — the outlines of 
which I just guess — " 

" Please stop, Mr. Monteith," interrupted Luke, 
authoritatively. " We were talking about your son- 
in-law's pecuniary difficulties, and to me you shall 
talk of nothing else." 

" You are right, no doubt, and yet — " 

" And yet," finished Luke, " it must be as I say." 

Which decision was the more aggravating, since 
Mr. Monteith had come to Scott's Yard determined 
to learn as much as he could in Austin's disfavour 
and so steel his heart against him. 

" You advise me to consult with Mr. CoUis," he 
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said, after a panse filled up with rather bitter 
thoughts ; " but the position is awkward ; I do not 
know Mr. CoUis personally, although I know very 
well who he is." 

" I know him personally, and will go round to Austin 
Friars and bring him to your office if you like." 

" No, thank you, but if you would not object to 
bringing him here, I should be so much obliged. 
By-the-way, Mr. Eoss, stop one moment if you please. 
Has it never struck you as being a little singular that 
there should be an Austin Friars a place and an 
Austin Friars a man ?" 

"Never," Luke Eoss answered quickly, because 
he guessed Mr. Monteith had heard something. 

" But now that I suggest the idea ?" 

" I see nothing singular in the coincidence. There 
was an apostle once named Luke, but I cannot think 
it remarkable that I am called Luke also, though 
had choice been given me I should certainly have 
selected some other cognomen." 

" Mr. Eoss, you are fencing with me." 

" Mr. Monteith, you have been trying to take me 
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unawares. Now let us be frank with each other. 
What is it you want to know ?" 

" Mr. Friars' history." 

" You should have inquired into that before you 
let your daughter marry him. Now that he is her 
husband, you would be wise to — ^pardon a vulgar 
phrase — * let a sleeping dog lie.' I am going round 
now to see Mr. Collis, if I can. Supposing he be not 
in, at what hour would it be most convenient for you 
to meet him here this afternoon ?" 

" May I say five o'clock ?" suggested Mr. Monteith. 

" Any hour you please, but I hope I shall bring 
him back with me;" a^d 80 saying Luke departed, 
only to return at the end of a quarter of an hour 
without Mr. Collis, who was not in or expected in 
till three or four o'clock. 

" I left a note for him, however," added Mr. Boss ; 
" and I have no doubt he will keep the appointment 
I made." With which assurance Mr. Monteith had 
to content himsel£ 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

THE STORM GATHERS. 

Sometimes events march quickly; when a man is 
in debt or in trouble they seldom stay their steps ; 
and even between the time of Mr. Monteith leaving 
Scott's Yard, and returning thereto, several little 
incidents occurred which compelled even a more 
rapid settlement of affairs than Luke had con- 
templated. In the first place Mr. Grahame, who 
looked upon Austin's little sin as a special piece of 
good luck to himself, called once more upon Mr. 
Monteith, to know what he meant to do in the aflfair ; 
and Mr. Monteith, anxious to temporise and yet still 
more anxious not to pay too dearly for that gratifica- 
tion, gave Mr. Grahame a cheque for 150Z., and sent 
that gentleman away rejoicing. 
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Had lie known his was not the only name 
borrowed without permission of the owner, his ex- 
ultation would have been more moderate and his 
terms more peremptory. As it was he only con- 
sidered Austin had made a ''little mistake in his 
man," and that although the enemy held the forged 
signature and had probably destroyed it, still they 
ought in consequence of that little indiscretion to be 
made to " bleed freely." 

*' Of course with me it is a matter of pounds 
shillings and pence, Mr. Monteith," he said; and 
Mr. Monteith, with an irony foreign to his nature, 
had replied : 

" It would be an insult to you to beheve it could 
be a matter of anything else." 

That event was number one ; in the next place 
Mr. Monteith received a private note from hiS 
banker, wanting to see him. 

"Your account is a little overdrawn," he said; 
*' but that is not what I wanted to talk to you about. 
Last evening a cheque of yours came in just in time 
for marking, and no special attention was given to 
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*it; but this monuDg I have been examining the 
signature, and-" 

" Will you show me the cheque ?" Mr. Monteith 
interrupted, and the cheque was brought. 

*'You were right to honour it," Mr. Monteith 
said, steadily ; " thank you. I will of course put 
my account straight this afternoon;" and he was 
turning out of the prirate room — his face not 
pale, but grey as ashes — when the partner who 
had conducted the above conversation stopped 
him. 

"Monteith," he said, "we have known you fpr 
five and thirty years, and I cannot bear to see 
you in such trouble, as I am sure you must be ; tell 
me what it all means. I trust there is no truth in 
the rumours we — " 

" Let me go," interrupted Mr. Monteith ; ** you 
cannot know anything about it." 

" But if more of these cheques come in ?" 

" Pay them," was the reply. 

" The thing is impossible." 

" It is not, if I come here and tell you to honour 
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and place them to the debit of my account, which I 
do now ;" and crushing his hat over his forehead Mr. 
Monteith strode out of the bank, followed by the 
curious eyes of many clerks who had known (long 
before their principals) that there was something 
strange up with Monteith's son-in-law. 

Lastly, about three minutes to five o'clock Mr. 
Turner called in Scott's Yard, and requested Luke's 
attention for a minute. 

"That," he said, producing a piece of paper 
covered front and back with writing, " bears your as 
well as Mr. Friars' indorsement. Now Messrs. 
Thompson and Co. never accepted it." 

** Will you look at the Times for half an hour, 
Mr. Turner ?" said Mr. Eoss ; " I have a most pressing 
appointment at five, but shall then be at leisure to 
attend to you." 

"Honour bright, you will attend to me here 
and then," answered Mr. Turner. ' 

" On my word," declared Luke Eoss. 

"Your word is better to me than Friars' bond," 
returned the other. "So now run along to your 
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appointment, and I'll take care of myself. Half-past 
five, remember;" and Luke replied, "All right." 

But it was nearly six before Luke Boss came 
slowly up the staircase, entered his office and said, 
" I am sorry to hare detained you so long, but I 
have been particularly engaged. Will you walk 
down into my room ? Monteith is there." 

"My dear fellow, I want to see you, not Mon- 
teith." 

'* My dear Mr. Turner, Monteith is here on the 
same business as yourself, and you must see him, and 
Mr. Friars' uncle too." 

" What uncle ?" asked Mr, Turner ; " he who has 
for crest three balls?" 

*' No, a Mr. CoUis — you must have heard of him." 

" True, but never — at least, never latterly believed 
he was to be seen in the flesh." 

" If you come downstairs you will see him in the 
flesh, and plenty of it," returned Luke; and thus 
assured Mr. Turner descended to the lower room, 
where Mr. Collis was exclaiming, in a loud tone, as 
they entered : 
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" Not one sixpence, sir ; it would be throwing good 
money away." 

" If you mean," said Mr. Turner, breaking into 
the conversation, " that you will not pay a sixpence 
for Mr. Austin Friars, I must remark that I think 
you are entirely in the right." 

" I know I am, without requiriDg you to be 
guarantee for the fact," retorted Mr. Collis, sharply. 
*' As child, as boy, as man, he has been a liar and a 
cheat: that he should have come to be a forger, 
too, does not surprise me in the least." 

"But if we could save him now?" put in Mr. 
Monteith. 

" But we cannot save him, not if we would. If 
we get every one of his signatures into our hands to- 
day, ten to one you would have to arrange for a 
dozen more at the end of two months. He has 
taken to this line of life, and you can no more cure 
him of it than — " 

" You can cure a hen of eating eggs," finished 
Mr. Turner, observing that Mr. Collis seemed 
searching for an appropriate simile. 
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''I was in hopes yon could have adyiged me in 
this matter," said Mr. Monteith. 

'^ Have I been doing anything else since I came 
into this house ?" retorted Mr. ColKs. " There is 
only one thing for yon to do : get him out of the 
country — send him to AustraUa, America, or the 
devil ; and if you wish to be generous, allow him so 
much a week, to keep him irom dying of starvatian. 
As for your daughter, if she were mine, I should 
thick her only too well off to be rid of suoh a 
scoundrel. It is not even as though he had let in 
some big firms who could have stood the racket, 
and not felt it much ; but just look at the way he 
has treated Boss, here ! Actually taken advantage of 
his kindness, or friendship, or forbearance, or what- 
ever other name he may like to have his folly called 
by ; and not merely gets his money, but makes him 
the instrument of passing his counterfeit paper upon 
decent people. He stole a march upon me about his 
marriage, or he should never have married any 
honest man's daughter." 

" He is my daughter's husband now," said 



THE STORM GATHERS. 241 

Mr. Monteith, pitifally ; ** and oh ! gentletnen, if 
any one of you could only show me how to hush 
this afi&ir up, and stop a public exposure, I should 
not mind spending my last shilling to effect that 
object." 

For a few seconds there fell a dead silence on the 
three men he addressed. There was something in 
Mr. Monteith's tone and words that touched them 
inexpressibly.. After all, which amongst them 
could estimate the length and depth of a trouble Uke 
this — of the disgrace which had linked itself for life 
to an honest and honourable man — of the anguish 
he felt, remembering that Mary was Austin's wife, 
and the father of her children ? 

**Does anybody know the amount of those — 
liabilities, shall we call them r" asked Mr. Turner, 
in a subdued voice, after a pause that had become 
awkward. 

" No one knows, excepting Mr. Friars himself; 
and his statement is not to be depended on," 
answered Luke. 

" Would somebody have the goodness to give me 
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a slight sketch of the whole bxisiness, so far as any 
human beiog — excepting Mr. Friars — ^understands 
it ?'' proceeded Mr. Turner. ** My information on the 
subject is, you must remember, exceedingly limited." 

"I will tell you all I know," Luke replied, 
apparently considering this general question as 
addressed particularly to himself; and in a few 
sentences he explained to Mr. Turner all those 
circumstances which have been already detailed. 

" And in addition," capped Mr. Collis, " he is now 
drawing direct from Mr. Monteith's bank — the 
taste having evidently grown with what it fed on." 

At this juncture Mr. Turner sat down, and the 
others, who had likewise been standing, seated them- 
selves also. Instinctively the three men looked at 
the fourth, unquestionably the cleverest individual 
amongst them — intuitively almost they understood 
there was help to be obtained from that quick, 
scheming, ready brain — always full of plans and 
ideas, always clear and prompt, and at the service of 
its owner. 

" You say you believe the business was solvent — 
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even with the liabilities of which you were aware," 
he said at length, turning sharply towards Luke 
Boss. 

" I am sure of it," Luke replied. 

" He must have done more work than I thought 
was in him, then," remarked Mr. Turner. 

" He has worked very hard for a long time past," 
put in Mr. Monteith, eagerly. 

" Well, you know, if the business could have paid 
twenty shillings when Mr. Boss examined the 
books, then, unless he have made some tremendous 
losses lately, it cannot be past praying for now. That 
is fact number one; because, even granting that 
there are a tribe of these things about — and remem- 
ber I do not think there are — they must represent 
either capital or bad debts. Now, from my know- 
ledge of the business and Friars, I believe he has 
been doing all this to save the business ; and if this 
idea be correct, there is not the slightest reason, 
with proper management, why you, Mr. Monteith, or 
you, Mr. Eoss, should be beggared in consequence of 
this affair." 
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''With proper management: but who is to 
manage ?" asked Mr. Collis. " Friars ?' 

" Decidedly not," Mr. Turner replied ; and then 
he lapsed into silence again for a minnte, when he 
rose, and said, '' If you do not mind waiting here for 
half an hour I will just go out for a turn and smoke 
a cigar. I may have something to propose, bat I 
do not care to propose unless I see some fair 
prospect of being able to carry out." 

" Are you going to Friars ?" asked Luke, walking 
to the outer door with Mr. Turner. 

" No ; I am merely going for a turn, as I told 
you. I cannot think with three people staring at 
me." And he struck a match, and Ut his cigar, and 
strolled away down the yard, Luke watching him. 

When he came back, he drew a chair up to the 
hearth, and without any preamble began : *' Well, 
gentlemen, I have settled that the first thing yon 
have to do is to get by some means an idea of the 
amount of Mr. Friars' liabilities, legitimate or other- 
wise. You might be able to do this to-morrow, or 
the morrow after, or the morrow after that ; but a 
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pressure will come, and then you must watch your 
opportunity. If the worst come to the worst, I can 
threaten to give him in charge ; but, for various 
reasons, I do not wish to appear in the matter unless 
it prove unavoidable. That is the first step : for 
the second we must get him away, not merely for a 
time, but for ever. If Mr. Monteith be so much 
attached to him that he cannot bear the idea of 
Friars going to the ends of the earth, let him allow 
him a certain sum per annum, so long as he keeps, 
say two hundred miles from London, and refrains 
from trading." 

"And his business?" inquired Mr. Collis, as 
Mr. Turner paused. 

" If you two, if you three, are willing to help me, 
I will take the business with all its most pressmg 
engagements, and repay you the moneys you have 
advanced into it — if I can— as I can : further, I 
will undertake to settle with Mr. Grahame and any 
other gentlemen of the same turn of mind who may 
make a claim against Mr. Friars. You can think 
this proposal over at your leisure," added Mr. Turner, 
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rising ; " and let me hear from you ; only recollect. 
Friars must make over everything to me before any 
proceedings are taken by any one, or I can have 
nothing to do with the affair. Good-night !" and, 
without further leave-taking, he put on his hat 
and left the house, anxious, as Mr. Gollis truly said) 
to avoid either question or argument. 

" I do not like him," said that gentleman ; ** he is 
a great deal too vride awake to be strictly honest." 

**I think he is honest," Luke answered; "but he 
always wanted to have that business." 

" Come now, Koss, what do you say ?" asked Mr. 
Collis ; ** will you take the thing in hand and work 
it on his terms ?" 

" I would not be mixed up with it for anything 
you could offer me," answered the other ; and Mr. 
Monteith murmured, " You would be quite right." 

"But Turner is just the man to do well for 
himself and for us," Luke continued. "The only 
thing is this ; that I think Friars would rather go 
to prison than let him have it." 

In which idea Mr. Boss chanced to be very nearly 
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correct. Theoretically Austin declared he would rather 
die than let Mr. Turner step into his shoes ; and 
the worst of the affair proved that when Mr. Mon- 
teith and Mr. CoUis talked the matter over with him 
he said he trusted to their getting him out of his 
troubles, and utterly declined to leave London. 

" It does not matter to me," he said. " If I must 
be transported, be it so ; but I will not exile myself 
voluntarily. Now that you know aU/' this was to 
Mr. Monteith, ** a load seems hfted from my mind ; 
and with your assistance I do not doubt but I shall 
be able to put everything right ^hortly.*' 

Which was all very well for Austin to hope, but 
meantime everything was going wrong. 

For the first time in the memory of man a pres- 
sure for money was experienced in Leadenhall 
Street, and speedily Mr. Monteith found that if he 
was to pay his own debts he must draw in his hand 
as regarded Austin's. 

" And unless some arrangement can be come to," 
said Luke Boss, *' and that speedily, I shall have to 
suspend payment. Turner is firm about npt 
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adyanciDg any money, or helping in any way saye 
one. And I know for a certainty that if Howe 
and Lovell be not paid within a week they will 
proceed against Turner, who means to defend 
the action, and subpoena me on his side." 

This state of affairs being fully explained to 
Mr. Friars, who persisted in believing that Mr. 
Monteith, Mr. Collis, and Mr. Eoss would see him 
safe, and that everything could be satisfactorily 
arranged. 

"It is all your own fault," said Mr. Collis to 
Mr. Monteith. *' If you had sent for a policeman 
the day you returned home, you might have dic- 
tated your terms. As it is, he is laughing at us 
all." 

" He will find out that it is no laughing matter," 
added Luke. " I think a man I know holds one of 
those things, and if he once gets an' inkling of all 
this. Friars would be before the magistrate in less 
than four and twenty hours. If we could only 
make him believe how imminent his danger really 
is I should not despair, but as it is—" 
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" Well, Mr. Eoss ?" It was Mr. Monteith who 
spoke thus interrogatively, when Luke suddenly 
paused. 

*.* I was just thinking that there is one person to 
whom he might perhaps listen if we sent for her." 

" Yon do not mean his wife ?" 

'' No. Mrs. Forde." 

With a quick gesture of pain Mr. Monteith 
turned aside. Then recovering himself, he said, 

'* If you think any woman or any man can seiYe 
us at this juncture, send for her or him." 

"I think Mrs. Forde might," Luke answered, 
entertaining a feeling as near hatred at that moment 
for Mr. Monteith as it was possible for him to 
imagine ; " and I will telegraph for her directly." 

In obedience to that telegram Torke started 
by the express from Milden, and arrived about 
half-past eight at Euston Square, where Luke met 
her. 

" What has happened ?" she asked, when, seated 
in a cab, they were driving City- ward together; and 
Luke told her the story, without subtraction or 
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addition, . only omitting everything an evil ending 
might mean for him. 

" As a last resource I sent for you," he finished. 
" If we can only get him to leave London, all may 
yet be well. K not — " 

" You need not go on," Torke finished. " I grasp 
the meaning of that * if not ' perfectly." 

"Turner, and Monteith, and CoUis, and Friars 
are all at Scott's Yard." 

" Waiting for me r" she ventured. 

" Yes ; although Friars is not aware of the fact." 

" And his wife — ^is — " 

" Looking at her children asleep in their nursery, 
most probably. She knows nothing of this." 

** Heaven help her !" Yorke exclaimed. 

" And you r" he said, a little timidly. 

"Will save him, even for her sake, if it be 
possible." 

" God love you, Yorke !" 

"I cannot expect that He should — and yet, 
oh! yet,*' she added passionately, "sometimes I 
think He must love me, because I have had nothing 
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but trouble here. Taken all through, it has been 
a weary, weary life." 

" Spent for others," he added. 

" Oh no, oh no ! would it had ! I should not feel 
myself to-night, in that case, just what I do — a 
woman who has sacrificed the happiness of every 
human being with whom she came in conta<5t for the 
sake of pleasing herself." 

"And have you pleased yourself?" Luke asked 
gently : to which she answered, " You know better." 
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CHAPTEE XII. 



IN SCOTT S YABD. 



Arrived at Scott's Yard, Luke, after banding Yorke 
out of the cab, and escorting ber into the feiiniliar 
bouse, said, 

" Sbould you mind going upstairs for a moment, 
till I see wbat tbey have done in my absence ?" 

" Is your oflSce open ?" sbe inquired, never dream- 
ing wbat a strange mad pleasure tbrilled him 
wben be found sbe remembered sucb small details. 

" Yes ; sbaU I ligbt tbe gas ?" 

** No ; I bke darkness best, as is natural, coDiing 
from tbe country." 

" You are just tbe same as ever." 

"Alas, no! I am different, and duller, and 
stupider." 
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" Hush ! I do not want him to hear your voice." 
**I am dumb," she answered, and fled up the 
staircase, while Luke, settling with the cabman, 
marvelled, 

"Did she ever love that man — ever?" 
To which I answer, " Tea," and might have loved 
him to the end, had he been even moderately un- 
selfish; only — and I state this fact in defiance of 
poets and novelists — she could only have loved him 
to the end, being her husband. 

How many sins are condoned, how many short- 
comings overlooked, when a man certainly belongs to 
a woman, who can tell ? But supposing the relation- 
ship difierent, let him be merely her lover, whether 
sinfully or sinlessly, the moment the glamour with 
which, it may be, she has herself surrounded him 
is dispelled, she sees one fault after another, and, 
dispassionately weighing him in the balance, finds 
him wanting. 

Alone in the darkness Yorke stood, looking out 
into the dimly-lighted court, whilst memories all 
sorrowful, all bitter, came througing through her 
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mind — the ghosts of the long ago. Ah! friends, 
happy is he who can endure to fiice these spectres 
without shuddering shame, or poignant regret ; 
but there was nothing in the past of Torke Forde 
to make its countenance seem pleasant to her. 

Sin and trouble, too late repentance, unavailing 
regret — that was the burden of the story she read 
silently to herself while, with her forehead resting 
against the cool glass, she looked out into the night : 
a wild, dreary night, with the rain pelting down in 
torrents, and the wind howling amongst the bare 
branches of the churchyard trees. 

It was a wretched prospect, and yet Yorke felt 
more at home than she had ever done in her 
husband's house. She had lived her life in that 
old City nook ; she had, after a fashion, been happy 
there ; she had wept her tears in those rooms which 
she might never inhabit more ; she had looked out of 
those windows in every variety of mood ; she had 
worked there, suffered there, and all for sake of 
the man who now in the apartment beneath was 
arguing against his fate. 
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Less vehemently, perhaps, than formerly, because 
he felt the net closing around him, but none the less 
persistently. It was cruel, he said, to take advan- 
tage of his position — to sweep from him the result 
of all his toil. He had done wrong, he admitted ; 
but for Mr. Turner to step in and appropriate every- 
thing, seemed a punishment out of all proportion to 
his offence. He never intended to do other than 
pay every one honestly. K they would only help 
him a little further, he could do so. It was all 
nonsense talking about exposure. Who was to expose 
anything ? AU the people wanted was to be paid, 
and once they were paid, as they might be, supposing* 
Mr. Monteith and Mr. Collis would do as he asked 
them, what was there to fear ? 

" I can tell you a person you have to fear now," 
Luke interrupted, when at length even his patience 
was exhausted ; " Humphrey." 

" Who told you I had any dealings with him ?" 
"Never mind, I heard, and you know as 
weU as I do that if he only gets an inkling 
of this matter he will lock you up if you 
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offered him the amount of the national debt to let 
you off scot free." 

" Well, unless you tell him, he will never hear a 
word about it. And to settle the matter at once, I 
do not intend to leave London, or transfer my 
business to Turner, or you, or anybody else. Nothing 
should induce me to run away just as if I were a 
thief." 

" And if not a thief, may I ask what you consider 
yourself ?' asked Mr. Collis. 

" I have done no real harm, and I shall not leave 
London — " 

► Even while he was speaking the door opened, and 
Torke swept in. 

"I am afraid," she said, looking with a white 
scared face at the astonished group, " it is too late 
now for any one to do much good. There is a man 
watching the house." 

For an instant Mr. Eoss hstened to her doubtfully ; 
just for that length of time he thought this was a 
ruse, but there was uo mistaking the expression of 
alarm and terror in her eyes. 
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" Oh ! Austin," she went on, regardless, and 
indeed forgetful, that there were others present, 
" why have you been so mad as to remain in London 
when you could have got away and saved yoxir- 
self ? There is not a chance for you now. I am 
quite confident it is this house the man is watching." 

" Where is he ? where did you see him ?" Luke 
inquired. 

" I was standing at the window upstairs," she said; 
"there is no light in the room, if you remember; and 
I saw him standing under the archway nearly opposite. 
Some one went out a little time since — " 

" Yes ; I went to the post-office," said Mr. Turner. 

*' Well, he walked down the opposite side of the 
way, and then crossed over so as to meet you." 

" I think I did remark some one." 

" And then he returned to the archway, and has 
been there ever since. If you go upstairs you can 
see him for yourself." 

'*Yorke;" it was Austin who spoke, and she 
turned and looked at him : as their eyes met she 
understood he was thinking of a ghastly story 
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familiar enough to both, which she had remem- 
bered standing in the darkness, and conned over till 
she could bear it no longer, and fled downstairs to 
warn him. 

" Were you not asleep, and dreaming about that 
other matter ?" 

" No," she answered. 

" What other matter ?" asked Mr. CoUis. 

"A man once came up from the country,'' she 
said, " and stayed for two days at that boarding-house 
opposite. When he got to the Paddington Terminus 
there was a person waiting for him, who followed 
him here and everywhere he went during that time, 
and then arrested him." 

" Why did he not do so at once ?" Mr. Turner 
inquired. 

" Because there was not sufficient evidence ;" and 
hearing this the men looked at each other. 

*' The gentleman out in the rain may be waiting 
for sufficient evidence also," suggested Mr. Turner. 
" And your hero, Mrs. Forde ?" 

*' Was hung." 
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" Well, they do not hang people now-a-days for 
little mistakes in handwriting, that is one comfort," 
remarked Mr. Turner ; " nevertheless, the position 
is awkward ;" and then ensued a silence whi6h was 
broken by Austin exclaiming, " When did you come ? 
why are you here ?" 

He had not spoken a word, or even looked at any 
other person, since she entered the room. 

" I came to-night to try and save you. Mr. Eoss 
telegraphed for me. He thought perhaps you would 
believe me though you doubted every one else." 

" Save me now !" he cried ; and the man's fear 
was as trying to behold as his former defiance had 
been irritating to hear. 

" It is too late now for any one to help you," 
broke in Mr. CoUis ; " and the best thing you can 
do is to make up your mind to bear it like a man. 
We cannot prevent your being arrested now the thing 
has gone so far, but if you transfer the business to 
Turner we can perhaps save something for your wife 
and children, and we will try to compromise the 
aflfair so far as you are concerned." 
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" If I could only get away ?" he said. " Torke, yon 
can help me if you like — you always could. Think 
of some way, now." 

"Can nothing be done?" asked Mr. Monteith, 
with a despairing emphasis on the word ; and Lnke 
answered, "Nothing." 

" There is the graveyard," Torke suggested, in a 
low tone. 

" Yes, but how could he get out of it ?" Luke 
answered. 

" Could he not go through that house which opens 
into Tumwheel Lane ?" 

" It would be dangerous, even supposing we could 
obtain leave for him to do so." 

" Do you think then there is a second watcher in 
Tumwheel Lane ?" 

" It is very probable ; stiU there is just the chance." 

"And you must remember," said Mr. Turner, 
" that as it is not this house so much which is being 
watched, as Mr. Friars followed, the probability is the 
Tumwheel route is still available, always providing 
he could get into it without being seen." 
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" I will go round by Thames Street, and ascertain if 
the coast be clear," said Mr. Ross, alert in a moment. 

*•' And, Luke," Yorke added, " I will tell you a 
better plan still. Is Clarkson still the beadle at St. 
Swithin's ?" 

" Ybs, I believe so." 

" Then ask him to lend you the keys. He will 
do it. Tou could unlock the gate and come back 
here, and then Mr. Friars could cross the yard 
without getting near the light at all." 

" I will go," Luke answered ; " if need be I will 
tell Clarkson there is a person here who is in trouble, 
and a man waiting for him. He will think I mean 
a bailiff." 

" Yes ; only do not let him come with you, or 
we shall have a crowd directly, thinking it is a fire." 

"And supposing he do get away?" began Mr. 
CoUis ; " what next ?" 

"Why first," answered Yorke, although the 
question was not addressed to her, ** he ought to do 
whatever you advise. He ought to be guided now 
entirely by your judgment." 
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Hearing which speech Austin looked np sharply, 
and said, *' So you are turning against me, too ?" 

" No, I am not," she replied. 

" You are all of you taking advantage of my 
position, and want to put a pressure on me." 

" Have I any interest in this matter beyond seek- 
ing your good ?" Torke interrupted. " I should not 
lose anything if you were beggared ; I should not 
gain anything if you made fifty thousand a year." 

" Should you like to talk the matter over quietly 
and alone with Mrs. Forde ?" asked Mr. Monteith. 

**I should like to be alone with any one who 
would not trouble me," Austin answered, sulkily; 
and the three gentlemen accordingly went up into 
Luke's office, leaving Austin and Yorke to themselves. 

Of what passed during that interview Yorke 
never spoke subsequently to any one. When Luke 
on his return went into the next room, in order to 
take a survey of the graveyard, he could hear them 
talking earnestly — she as if pleading — ^he as though 
opposing. 

"She will never get him to do it," Luke con- 
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sidered. But in this idea he proved to be wrong ; 
for half an hour later Yorke tapped at the door of 
his office, and standing back out of the light, that 
her eyes, swollen with weeping, might not be 
noticed, said, " He will do whatever you wish." 

They went downstairs again ; Yorke, by her own 
desire, entering the room last. " Do not go away," 
Austin cried out, hoarsely, seeing her standing on 
the threshold, as if irresolute ; " you promised me 
you would stay." 

" I will stay," she answered ; and she crossed the 
room, and remained quite close to him all the time 
Mr. Turner was reading aloud the paper, which 
bound him to give up everything he had in the 
world for the consideration of five pounds, which 
amount was then and there duly handed over to him. 

" You hear," he said ; " it leaves me a beggar — a 
dependent on their bounty for my daily bread ! It, 
strips my wife and children of every sixpence !" and 
then, even with the pen in his fingers, he pushed the 
document aside, and swearing he would never do it, 
burst into tears. 
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In blank dismay Mr. Monteith and Luke listened 
to this declaration, wliile Mr. Tomer shrugged his 
shoulders, and Mr. Collis indignantly began, 
" Nonsense, man — " 

But there Torke motioned him to keep silence. 

" Sign, Austin," she said ; and dashing the tears 
from his eyes, the msui wrote his name, and then 
flung pen and paper from him. 

"Are you satisfied now?" he asked, turning to 
Yorke ; and she answered, " Yes." 

"Although it is not in your agreement, Mr. 
Turner," she went on, "if affairs should turn out 
well, and the business prosper, you will not forget 
him, Mr. Friars, but give him some small advantage 

out of it r 

" Ay, that will I," answered Mr. Turner, '•' and 
I am grateful to you for not having asked me to 
give a promise that he should have it back alto- 
gether, for upon my word I do not think I should 
have known how to refuse." 

" You had better go for the night to my aunt's," 
said Luke Koss, addressing Austin, "and then to- 
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morrow make your way to Harwich, and so to the 
Continent; and now I am going to fetch a cab; 
the noise of it coming up the yard will cover that 
caused by our opening the window and unfastening 
the shutter." 

" I wiU walk round into Tumwheel Lane and see 
that he gets clear off," said Mr. Turner. " Good- 
bye, Friars, I will do the best I can for myself, 
and you, and yours, depend upon it." 

"You will do the best you can for yourself, I 
make no doubt," retorted Austin, affecting not to 
notice Mr. Turner's outstretched hand. 

"When that cab comes," remarked Mr. Collis, 
" I may just as well take advantage of it — unless 
YOU want it, Monteith." 

"No, I shall not leave just at present," 
Mr. Monteith answered. It might have been 
as well for him had he not decided to wait, 
however, and he thought this himself afterwards; 
for it is one thing to suspect, and another to 
know, and the way Austin parted from Yorke 
left no manner of doubt on Mr. Monteith's mind 
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as to the relations which had formerly existed 
between them. 

As the cab drove up, Austin, without saying 
farewell to any one, walked into the back room, 
where already Yorke had flung up the heavy sash. 

" Keep to your right," she whispered, " close by 
the wall. Luke has unlocked the gate — make haste. 
I want to close the window when the cab drives 
off. Good-bye." 

Then suddenly he caught her to his heart, and held 
her there for one second, while the rain beat in on 
the floor, and the howling of the wind almost 
drowned the words of his passionate farewell. 

"God bless you, Torke! and whatever else you 
may beUeve of me in the future, believe I never 
loved another woman but you ; and had I never left 
you, I should never have come to this." 

"Go;" it was all she said, but as he obeyed 
she broke out sobbing almost despairingly, and, 
heedless of the rain and the wind, she leaned 
out into the night to watch his passage across the 
graveyard. She could see him steaUng rourid by 
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the wall, she heard the gate slam=, and then she 
drew in h^r head, and closed the window softly, 
and turned to leave the room, becoming conscious, 
at that moment, of some one passing out before 
her. 

A few minutes afterwards she went up to Luke's 
office, where she found Mr. Monteith sitting beside 
the writing table with his arms crossed, and his 
head bent upon them. 

She went up close to him before she spoke. 

" Mr. Monteith," she said, and at sound oi his 
name he looked up. 

**You understand everything new ; but sAe need 
never know." 

" God forbid," he answered ; and she glided out 
of the room again, and down the staircase, and so 
into the hall, where Luke stood waiting for her. 

"By which train do you propose returning to 
Milden to-morrow ?" he inquired. 

" By the first," she replied, " whichever that may 
be. I wish, Luke, you would not insist on coming 
with me to Euston Sq^uare. It is^ such a long drive 
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on a night like this, and I can manage to get to 
the hotel by myself quite safely." 

But Luke, by way of answer, only drew her 
arm within his, and keeping her, as best he 
could, sheltered from the rain, led her to the 
cab. 

" Euston Square," he said to the man, and then 
took his seat opposite to her; and so, almost in 
silence, they drove together through the deserted 
streets, while the rain beat against the windows 
of the cab; reminding Yorke of another night, 
when she had lain in the darkness and listened to 
the mad fury of the storm, whilst a fiercer passion, 
and a madder despair than that of any tempest, was 
raging in her heart. 
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CONCLUSION. 

More than three years after that night when Austin 
Friars threaded the narrow lanes and back ways 
which led to safety; when Mrs. Holmes, on his 
arrival at Homerton, startled out of all her propriety, 
first conceived the house to be on fire, and then 
assured her late visitor that she would give him in 
charge if he persisted in knocking in that manner at 
her door ; when Mr. Monteith finally arrived at the 
solution of that enigma which had always puzzled 
him — Yorke Forde and Luke Eoss walked together 
in the twilight of a summer's evening over the cliflfe 
that intervene between Eottingdean and Kemp 
Town, talking quietly the while, as befitted old 
acquaintances and staunch firiends. 

For they were not lovers, though Yorke had been 
a widow long — still fair to look upon — still to him 
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the dear Yorke of old — only less likely ever to 
be Ms Yorke even than that evening when they 
first stood together beside the Thames. Mr. Forde 
had left her everything he possessed in the world ; 
everything he could give her — Forde Hall, all 
his money, plate, pictures, wine, jewellery, car- 
riages, horses, and his blessing. The world was a 
little bitter at first on the subject, and inclined to 
make remarks about fortune-hunters and undue 
influence ; but when the world came to know that 
Mr. Forde had actually not a single relation to feel 
aggrieved at such a disposition of his property ; 
and when it beheld how meekly Yorke bore her 
honours, and how utterly secluded a life she led spent 
in performing all manner of good works, the tide 
turned in her favour once again, as had been the 
case previously; and remembering also that she 
would prove a capital match for one of its penniless 
younger sons, the world began to take a great 
interest in Yorke, and petted and caressed her con- 
siderably. 

And all this Yorke took kindlv. 
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She had no objection to the world as a world, 
though her own relations with it were always a little 
out of joint ; and perhaps to a woman so lonely as 
herself the attentions society vouchsafed were even 
more gratifying than they might have proved to one 
more happily situated. 

That she would marry again, no one doubted ; 
marry again soon, many asserted ; but still the 
months and the years went by, and Yorke's mourning 
was heavy and deep as ever, and not even country 
gossip had Unked her name with that of any favoured 
lover. She passed an utterly secluded existence, re- 
ceiving no company save those few morning visitors 
who had been admitted during her husband's lifetime. 
By reason of her close attendance upon him her 
health had suffered most materially, but she was now 
strong and well again ; so she assured Luke Boss, who, 
having never seen her since Mr. Forde's death till 
they met accidentally at Brighton, had been shocked 
at the change he could not avoid noticing. 

Why he had kept so persistently aloof from her, 
Yorke could not help guessing ; but when they did 
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meet again, and the old familiar intercourse was 
restored, Yorke could not forbear asking him if he 
thought he had been quite kind in never coming to 
see an old friend. 

" I have not meant to be unkind," he answered. 
" Our roads, however, now lie so wide apart it could 
scarcely happen that we should meet often." 

But although he said this they met almost daily 
at Brighton ; and Yorke prolonged her stay there, 
and Luke came down by the express frequently; 
because " he was the best friend she had ever known," 
Yorke assured herself; "and biBcause I am a fool/' 
Luke said, bitterly, to his own heart. 

For what could this woman, with her wealth and 
her fine estate, be to him? Could he go fortune- 
hunting, and bear to see the world pointing at him as 
a man who had married for money ? They had been 
far enough apart in the old days, but they were 
separated further still — there were heaps of gold, 
and boxes of deeds, and piles of plate between them 
now. 

The very richness of her dress, the luxury of her 
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surroundings, the splendour of the house she 
occupied — all these things were to Luke but as so 
many silent reminders of the length and depth of 
the gulf which separated the Yorke he once 
vowed to marry from the man who had for years 
toiled to keep poverty or the knowledge thereof 
from her. 

" God knows I do not grudge it to her !" he 
thought, " and she makes a good use of it, I have 
no doubt ; but yet if he had only left her a part 
instead of all it would not have made much dif- 
ference to her, while it would have made all the 
difference to me. And no doubt ultimately she will 
tire of her loveless life and marry some one who may 
not care really one straw about her. Well, do I 
wish her to remain single ? Am I mad enough to 
beheve I shall ever be in a position to ask her 
honestly to be my wife ?" 

But he was mad enough, and he knew it — knew 
that the old love was stronger and wilder than ever 
— ^knew that, even whilst he confessed it was like 
swallowing poison for the sake of tasting a momen- 
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tary sweetness, those few hours which he passed 
with her at Brighton seemed to his heart a fore- 
shadowing of heaven. 

"I had news to-day," he said, as they walked 
slowly and idly along, " of an old friend of yours." 

" Of Austin ?" she inquired. 

"Yes; Mr. Turner has behaved capitally. He 
arranged the whole business without exposure, as I 
wrote to you long ago, and since that he has paid off 
Mr. Monteith and myself, and is now allowing Friars 
something like four hundred a year. Monteith has 
bought him a little property in Wales, and 
I believe that, with what Mr. Collis was induced to 
contribute, they are really very comfortably off." 

" I am so thankful, and it was all your doing." 

" All yours, rather," he replied. 

" Not mine," she said. " I have thought of that 
time over and over again, Luke, and I think no 
man ever behaved so nobly as you did then. I am 
sure I have often blessed you for your goodness. 
No one but you could have been so forgiving." 

" I did my best," he answered, for he could not 
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say to her now, " Ah ! Yorke, I was not quite dis- 
interested." 

" You did what no other human being I ever met 
would have done," she replied warmly, ''and I only 
wish it had all turned out better for you. Had you 
taken that business then — " 

"I could have done nothing; I am only a 
plodder. I am not commercially clever, like 
Mr. Turner." 

"But you are doing well, are you not?" she 
asked, anxiously. 

"Yes, well — not very well; and that makes a 
difference. I sometimes think I shall go to India, 
and try to push my fortune there." 

" Why do you want to make a fortune ?" 

" Oh, for many reasons — amongst others, that I 
may marry." 

" Cannot you marry on what you have ?" 

" No," he answered ; " housekeeping is expensive. 

" Is the lady so very unreasonable, then ?" 

" I was only jesting, Yorke," he answered. " I 
shall never marry anybody. I never cared but for 
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one woman, and she was not for me, nor I for her ; 
and for that cause, if not for any other, I do think I 
shall go away some day to see the world, and not 
come back till I am greyheaded, when I shall find 
you a countess, perhaps." ' 

" No," Yorke said, quite steadily ; ^* I shall never 
marry again." 

*' You think so now ?" 

" I am sure of it now ;" and they walked on in 
silence till they reached Kemp Town. 

At the door of the house Yorke occupied, Luke 
would have left herj but she entreated him so 
earnestly to come in, that for very courtesy's sake 
he had to yield. 

They went up together into the drawing-room, 
where Mrs. Suthers, mild and apathetic as usual, 
was occupying herself with a piece of embroidery 
that bade fair never to be completed. 

"I want to speak to Mr. Ross," Yorke said, 
addressing her. "I have something to tell him 
which he ought to know. Should you mind leaving 
us for a few moments?" And thus entreated, 
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Mrs. Suthers gathered together her wools, her floss 
silk, her thimble, her scissors, her canvas — and after 
a ^long search in quest of a missing needle, finally 
took her departure. 

" When Death comes to fetch Mrs. Suthers she will 
ask him to give her a few minutes in order to take 
her needlework with her," Yorke said, irritably; then 
she sat silent for a time, whilst her fingers twined 
themselves together in the fashion Luke remem- 
bered so well. 

" Were you in earnest a little while since when 
you said you thought of going to India :" 

" I think I shall ultimately go there, or somewhere 
else," he rephed. 

" And what did you mean by saying I might be 
married when you returned ?" 

" Just what my words impUed. It is extremely 
possible they will come true ; other words of mine 
have come so, if you recollect." 

"Then you do not know there is a reason why I 
shall never marry again ?" she said. 

" A sufficient reason, I did not. If you tell me 



278 AUSTIN FRIAKS. 

there is, of course that settles the matter. I do not 
ask what that reason may be, but still I should like 
to hear it." 

"Putting all other reasons aside, there is one 
insuperq,ble reason, as you know — if I married again 
without the consent of my late husband's executors 
I should have to giye up Forde Hall, and almost 
the entire of my present income." 

" But you might marry with their consent ?" 

" It is not likely any one I should choose would 
please them." 

" To whom, in that case, would the property go ?" 

" Charities, and so forth." 

" But you might be so fond of a man as to choose 
him in preference to Forde Hall ?" 

" It is not probable, and besides, that is not the 
question. Would any man be so fond of me ?" 

" Yes, Yorke, one man is." 

" Luke " — she came nearer to him as she spoke — 
" do you remember what you said to me once, long, 
long ago — that you would never marry till some one 
came and laid her hand on your arm, and — " 
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He was trembling from head to foot. He had 
made up his mind so certainly it could never be, that 
now, when he felt the dear fingers timidly touching 
his sleeve, he could not quite realise all it meant^ — he 
could only draw her towards him and whisper, 

" Is it for love, dear, or out of pity ?" 

"Pity," Yorke answered; but her eyes contra- 
dicted her statement. 

" Oh ! my darling ;" and the man strained her to 
his heart. 

'' Am I still worth taking ?" she asked, softly, but 
aU he could say was, 

" I love you more than ever." 

" Even although I am poor ?" 

" Kich, you could never have been this to me." 

Later in the evening, when Mrs. Suthers having 
reappeared with her appliances, they went out on 
the balcony ostensibly to look at the moonlight, 
Luke asked a question in his turn. 

" Are you happy, Yorke ?" he said, looking wistfully 
into her face, which shone sweet and strange in 
the moonlight. 
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" Happier than I have ever teen in all my life," 
she replied, and Luke at last was satisfied. 

As a mere matter of courtesy, Luke wrote to 
Mr. Forde's executors, announcing their engage- 
ment, and statmg that Yorke had accepted him, 
with a full understanding of the change it would 
make in her position. He added that, with respect 
to the income that might still continue, he was willing 
to make any settlement they desired, provided such 
settlement was not already secured under the will, 
and then the pair having arranged all matters with 
which the outside world had any concern, began 
to plan where and how their future was to be spent. 

But these plans were all changed one morning by 
the receipt of a letter from one of the executors. 

The writer began by apologising for the unavoid- 
able delay which had occurred in replying to the 
letter announcing Mr. Eoss's engagement to 
Mrs. Forde. 

"It was necessary for me and also my brother 
executors to consult the late Mr. Forde's solicitors, 
but I am happy now, however, to be able to say 
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that we are perfectly satisfied mth Mrs. Forde's 
choice, and that it has our unqualified appro- 
bation. We give our full consent for the marriage 
to take place, and we wish you the happiness and 
prosperity we feel satisfied you deserve. It* will be 
necessary for you to see one or other of us as early 
as may be convenient." 

"I verily believe you are disappointed," cried 
Yorke. " But oh, Luke ! I am so glad ! for if ever 
any man deserved wealth, you do." 

" I would rather have had you poor," he answered, 
'^ though I am as fond of money as most people." 

" And yet, if you only consider, I was richer than 
you when you first asked me to marry you," she 
began a little saucily. '^ I had, or thought I had a 
whole thousand pounds that evening when — " 

But there she stopped suddenly. After all, that 
was not quite a pleasant memory to recall, even in 
the bright noonday, with the sunbeams dancing over 
the sea. 

THE END. 
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Wee Wifie. By Eosa Nouchette Carey, author of 

" Nellie's Memories.'* 3 vols. 

Oberon Spell. By Eden St. Leonards. 3 vols. 

Martha Planebarke. 3 vols. 

Daisie's Dream. By the Author of "Eeconunended 

to Mercy," &c. 3 vols. 

Heathfield Hall ; or Prefatory Life. A Youthful 

Reminiscence. By Hans Schrbiber, author of " Niekoames at the 
Playingfield College," &c. 10*. 6rf. 

Phoebe's Mother, By Louisa Ann Meredith, 

author of " My Bush Friends in Tasmania." 2 vols. 

Beneath the Wheels. By the Author of " Olive 

" Varcoe," " Simple as a Dove," &o. 3 vols. 

Strong Hands and Steadfast Hearts. By the 

Countess von Bothmer. 3 vols. 

The Baronet's Sunbeam. By A. C. W. 3 vols. 
Valentine Forde. By Cecil Griffith, author of 

" Victory Deane," &c. 3 vols. 
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12 Tinsley Brothers'^ Popular Novels. 



The Lily and the Eose. By G. H. Harwood. 3 vols. 
JiOve Stories of the English Watering-Places. 3 

vols. 

My Enemy's Daughter. By Justin .McCabthy, 

author of *^ The AVaterdale Neighbours," " Paul Massie," &c. 3 yoI& 

The Crust and the Cake. By the Author of 

'* Occupations of a Betired Life." 3 vols. 

A County Family. By the Author of "Lost Sir 

Massingberd," &c. 3 vols. 

The Wyvem Mystery. By J. S. Le Fantj, author 

of " Uncle Silas," " Guy Deverell," " Haunted Lives," &c. 3 vols. 

Only a Woman's Love. By the Earl of Desabt. 

2 vols, 

A Perfect Treasure. 1 vol. 

Up and Down the World. By the Author of 

" Never— for Ever." 3 vols. 

Lost Footsteps. By Joseph Yerey. 3 vols. 
The Gage of Honour. By Captain J. T. K'ewall. 

3 vols. 

Nevermore ; or Burnt Butterflies. By John Gaunt. 

2 vols. 

Twice Eefused. By Charles E. Stirling. 2 vols. 
Simple as a Dove. By the Author of "Olive Varcoe." 

3 vols. 

Netherton-on-Sea : a Story. 3 vols. 

Found Dead. By the Author of " Lost Sir Mass- 

ingberd." 

Fatal Zero. By the Author of '^ Polly," &c. 2 vols. 
Stretton. By Henry Kingsley, author of " Geofl&y 

Hamlyn," &c. 3 vols. 
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Tinsley Brothers' Popular Novels. * 1 3 
False Colours. By Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender 

CuDLip), author of " Denis Donne." 3 vols. 

The Girl he Married. By James Grant, author of 

" The Romance of War," " First Love and Last Love," &c. 3 vols. 

In Silk Attire. By William Black, author of 

" Love or Marriage." 3 vols. Second Edition. 

All but Lost. By G. A. Henty, author of "The 

March to Magdala." 3 vols. 

A London Eomance. By Charles H. Ross. 3 vols. 
Home from India. By John Pomeroy. 2 vols. 
The Town-Talk of Clyda. By the Author of " One 

Foot in the Grave." 3 vols. 

John Twiller : a Eomance of the Heart. By D. 

Staekby, LL.D. 1 vol. 

Equal to Either Fortune. A Novel. By the 

Author of " A Man of Mark," &c. 3 vols. 

Under Lock and Key. A Novel. By Thomas 

Speight, author of " Brought to Light," &c. 3 vols. 

The Doctor of Beauweir. By Willlim Gilbert, 

author of " Shirley Hall Asylum," " Dr. Austin*s Guests," &c. &c. 
2 vols. 

Mad : a Story of Dust and Ashes. By George 

Manville Fbnn, author of " Bent, not Broken." 3 vols. 

Buried Alone. A Story. By a New Writer. 1 vol. 
Strange Work. By Thomas Archer. 3 vols. 
I^'ellie's Memories : a Domestic Story. By EosA 

NOUCHETTE CABBT. 3 VOls. 

Clarissa. A Novel. By Samuel Eichardson. 

Edited by E. S. Dallas, author of "The Gay Science," &c. 8 
vols. 
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14 Tinsley Brothers^ Popular Novels. 

Haunted Lives. By J. S. Le Fanu. 3 vols. 
Anne Hereford. By Mrs. Henry Wood, authoi 

of " East Lynne," &c. 3 vols. 

Love or Marriage ? By William Black. 3 vols 
John Haller's Mece. By the Author of '^ Never — 

for Ever." 3 vols. 

Neighbours and Friends. By the Hon. Mrs. Henri 

Wetland Chbtwynd, author of " Three Hundred a Year." 3 vols. 

Martyrs to Fashion. By Joseph Yerey. 3 tols. 
A House of Cards. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 3 vols 
The Moonstone. By Wileie Collins, author o: 

" The Woman in White." 3 vols. Second Edition. 

Out of the Meshes. A Storv. In 3 vols. 
Diana Gay. By Percy Fitzgerald. 3 vols. 
The Eed Court Farm. By Mrs. Henry Wood, 

author of " East Lynne," " Trevlyn Hold," &c. 3 vols. 

The Two Eubies. By the Author of "Eecom- 

mended to Mercy," &o. 3 vols. 

Wild as a Hawk. By Mrs. Macqtjoid, author o: 

" Hester Kirton," &c. 3 vols. 

The Seaboard Parish. By George Mac Donald, 

author of " Alec Forhes of Howglen," &c. 3 vole. 

The Occupations of a Eetired Life. By Edwari 

Gaerett. 3 vols. 

The Lost Link. By Tom Hood, author of " -A 

Golden Heart," &c. 3 vols. 

Francesca's Love. By Mrs." Edward Pulleyne. I 

vols. 

The Dear Girl. By Percy Fitzgerald, author o: 

" Never Forgotten," " Seventy-five Brooke-street," &c. 3 vol^. 
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Tinsley Brothers^ Popular Novels. 15 

Sink or. Swim ? By the Author of " Eecommeiided 

to Mercy," &c. 3 vols. 

High Stakes. By Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender 

CuDLiP), author of " Called to Account." 3 vols. 

Only to be Married. By Mrs. Florence William- 
son, author of " Frederick Rivers," &c. 3 vols. 

Giant Despair. By Morley Farrow. 3 vols. 
The Tenants of Malory. By J. S. Le Fanit, author 

of " Uncle Silas," "The House by the Churchyard," &c. 5;c. ^3 vols. 

A Search for a Secret. By G. A. Henty. 3 vols. 
Polly : a Village Portrait. 2 vols. 
A Golden Heart. By Tom Hood. 3 vols. 
Sowing the "Wind. By Mrs. E. Lynn Linton, 

author of " Lizzie Lorton of Greyrigg," &c. 3 vols. 

Called to Account. By Annie Thomas, author of 

" Denis Donne," " Sir Victor's Choice," &c. 3 vols. 

The Tallants of Barton. By Joseph Hatton, au- 
thor of " Bitter Sweets," &c. 3 vols. 

Webs in the Way. By George Manville Fenn, 

author of " Bent, not Broken," &c. 3 vols. 

Hidden Fire. ' 3 vols. 

Taken upon Trust. By the Author of " Recom- 
mended to Mercy," &c. 3 vols. 

The Second Mrs. Tillotson. By Percy Fitzgerald, 

author of "Bella Donna," "Jenny Bell," &c. 3 vols. 

The Old Ledger. By G. L. M. Stratjss. 3 vols. 
What Money Can't Do. By the Author of " Alto- 

gether Wrong." 3 vols. 

One Against the World. By the Author of "Abel 

Drake's Wife," &c. 3 vols. 

Bitter Sweets. A Love Story. By Joseph Hatton. 

3 vols. 
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16 Tinsley Brothers^ Popular Novels. 

Weighed in the Balance. By James A. St. Joi 

3 vols. 

Irkdale : a Lancashire Story. By Benja^ 

Bbieblet. 2 vols. 

A Woman's Way. By the Author of " The Fi 

of Life." 3 vols. 

John Neville : Soldier, Sportsman, and Gentlemi 

By Captain Newall. 2 vols. 

Dacia Singleton. By the Author of " What Moi 

Can't Do," " Altogether Wrong," &o. 3 vols. 

Bent, not Broken. By George Manville Pei 

3 vols. 

Carleton Grange. By the Author of ^^Abbc 

Cleve." 3 vols. 

Three Hundred a Year. By the Hon, Mrs. Hek 

Wbyland Chbtwynd. 2 vols. 

Hazel Combe ; or, the Golden Eule. By the A 

thor of " Recommended to Mercy," " Taken upon Trust," &c.3 v( 

Captain Jack ; or, the Great Van Broek Proper 

By James A. Maitland. 2 vols. 

Breaking a Butterfly ; or Blanche EUerslie's Endii 

By the Author of •* Guy Livingstone," &c. 3 vols. 



I Seventy-five Brooke Street. By Percy Fr 

i OEBALD, author of " The Second Mrs. Tillotson," 3 vols. 

The Forlorn Hope. By Edmund Yates, author 

" Black Sheep," "Kissing the Rod," &c. 3 vols. 

The Olives of Burcot. By Hesba Stretton, autl 

of "The Travellmg Post-Office" in " Mugby Junction." 3 vols. 
i' 

More than a Match. By the Author of^Eecoi 

' mended to Mercy," &c. 3 vols. 

4 

I 



4 

■"I 



TINSLEY BROTHERS, 18 CATHERINE STREET, STRAND, 



* 









!■ 



1 









1|! 



